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LIFE OF CHAELOTTE BEONTE. 



CHAPTEE I. 

DuRiNa this summer of 1846^ while her literary hopes 
were waning, an anxiety of another kind was increasing. 
Her father's eyesight had become seriously impaired by 
the progress of the cataract which was forming. He 
was nearly blind. He could grope his way about, and 
recognise the figures of those he knew well, when they 
were placed against a strong light; but he could no 
longer see to read; and thus his eager appetite for 
knowledge and information of all kinds was severely 
balked. He continued to preach. I have heard that 
he was led up into the pulpit, and that his sermons were 
never so efifective as when he stood there, a grey sight- 
less old man, his blind eyes looking out straight before 
him, while the words that came firom his lips had all th& 
vigour and force of his best days. Another fact has been 
mentioned to me, curious as showing the accurateness of 

VOL. II. B 



2 LIFE OF CHARLOTTE BRONTE. 

his sensation of time. His sermons had always lasted 
exactly half an hour. With the clock right before 
him, and with his ready flow of words, this had been no 
difficult matter as long as he could see. But it was the 
same when he was blind ; as the minute-hand came to 
the point, marking the expiration of the thirty minutes, 
he concluded his sermon. 

Under his great sorrow he was always patient As in 
times of far greater affliction, he enforced a quiet en- 
durance of his woe upon himself. But so many interests 
were quenched by this blindness that he was driven in- 
wards, and must have dwelt much on what was painful 
and distressing in regard to his only son. No wonder 
that his spirits gave way, and were depressed. For some 
time before this autumn, his daughters had been col- 
lecting all the information they could respecting the 
probable success of operations for cataract performed on 
a person of their father's age. About the end of July, 
Emily and Charlotte had made a journey to Manchester 
for the purpose of searching out an operator; and there 
they heard of the fame of the late Mr. Wilson as an 
oculist. They went to him at once, but he could not 
tell, from description, whether the eyes were ready for 
being operated upon or not. It therefore became ne- 
cessary for Mr. Bronte to visit him ; and towards the 
end of August, Charlotte brought her father to him. 
He determined at once to undertake the operation, and 
reconmiended them to comfortable lodgings, kept by an. 
old servant of his. These were in one of numerous 
similar streets of small monotonous-looking houses, in a 
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suburb of the town. From thence the following letter 
is dated, on August 21st, 1846 : — 

" I just scribble a line to you to let you know where 
I am, in order that you may write to me here, for it 
seems to me that a letter from you would relieve me 
from the feeling of strangeness I have in this big town. 
Papa and I came here on Wednesday; we saw Mr. 
Wilson, the oculist, the same day; he pronounced 
papa's eyes quite ready for an operation, and has fixed 
next Monday for the performance of it. Think of us on 
that day ! We got into our lodgings yesterday. I think 
we shall be comfortable ; at least, our rooms are very 
good, but there is no mistress of the house (she is very 
ill, and gone out into the country), and I am somewhat 
puzzled in managing about provisions; we board our- 
selves. I find myself excessively ignorant. I can't tell 
what to order in the way of meat. For ourselves I could 
contrive, papa's diet is so very simple ; but there will be 
a nurse coming in a day or two, and I am afraid of not 
having things good enough for her. Papa requires 
nothing, you know, but plain beef and mutton, tea and 
bread and butter ; but a nurse will probably expect to 
live much better ; give me some hints, if you can. Mr. 
Wilson says we shall have to stay here for a month at 
least. I wonder how Emily and Anne will get on 
at home with Branwell. They, too, will have their 
troubles. What would I not give to have you here ! 
One is forced, step by step, to get experience in the 
world ; but the learning is so disagreeable. One cheerful 
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feature in the business is, that Mr. Wilson thinks most 
favourably of the case." 

"« August 26th, 1846. 

"The operation is over; it took place yesterday* 
Mr. Wilson performed it ; two Other surgeons assisted. 
Mr. Wilson says, he considers it quite successful ; but 
papa cannot yet see anything. The affair lasted pre- 
cisely a quarter of an hour; it was not the simple 
operation of couching, Mr. C. described, but the more 
complicated one of extracting the cataract. Mr. Wilson 
entirely disapproves of couching. Papa displayed extra- 
ordinary patience and firmness; the surgeons seemed 
surprised.. I was in the room all the time, as it was his 
wish that I should be there ; of course, I neither spoke 
nor moved till the thing was done, and then I felt that 
the less I said, either to papa or the surgeons, the better. 
Papa is now confined to his bed in a dark room, and is 
not to be stirred for four days ; he is to speak and be 
spoken to as little as possible. I am greatly obliged to 
you for your letter, and your kind advice, which gave 
me extreme satisfaction, because I found I had arranged 
most things in accordance with it, and, as your theory 
coincides with my practice, I feel assured the latter is 
right. I hope Mr. Wilson will soon allow me to dis- 
pense with the niurse ; she is well enough, no doubt, but 
somewhat too obsequious ; and not, I should think, to be 
much trusted i yet I was obliged to trust her in some 
things. .... 

^ Greatly waa I amused by your account of 's 

flirtations ; and yet something saddened also. I think 
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Nature inte&ded him for something better than to fritter 
away his time in making a set of poor, unoccupied 
spinsters unhappy* The girls, unfortunately, are forced 
to care for him, and such as him, because, while their 
minds are mostly unemployed, their sensations are all 
unworn, and, consequently, fresh and green; and he, on 
the contrary, has had his fill of pleasure, and can with 
impunity make a mere pastime of other people's tor- 
ments. This is an unfair state of things; the match is 
not equaL I only wish I had the power to infuse into 
the souls of the persecuted a little of the quiet strength 
of pride — of the supporting consciousness of superiority 
(for they are superior to him because purer) — of 
the fortifying resolve of firmness to bear the present, 
and wait the end. Could all the virgin population 

of receive and retain these sentiments, he would 

continually have to veil his crest before them. Perhaps, 
luckily, their feelings are not so acute as one would 
think, and the gentleman's shafts consequently do'nt 
wound so deeply as he might desire. I hope it is so." 

A few days later, she writes thus : " Papa is still 
lying in bed, in a dark room, with his eyes bandaged. 
No inflammation ensued, but still it appears the greatest 
care, perfect quiet, and utter privation of light are 
necessary to ensure a good result from the operation. 
He is very patient, but, of course, depressed and weary. 
He was allowed to try his sight for the first time yester- 
day. He could see dimly. Mr. Wilson seemed perfectly 
satisfied, and said all was right. I have had bad nighty 
from the toothache since I came to Manchester," 
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All this time, notwithstanding the domestic anxieties 
which were harassing them — notwithstanding the ill- 
success of their poems — the three sisters were trying 
that other literary venture, to which Charlotte made 
allusion in one of her letters to the Messrs. Aylott. 
Each of them had written a prose tale, hoping that the 
three might be published together. "Wuthering 
Heights" and "Agnes Grey" are before the world. 
The third — Charlotte's contribution — is yet in manu- 
script, but will be published shortly after the appearance 
of this memoir. The plot in itself is of no great in- 
terest; but it is a poor kind of interest that depends 
upon startling incidents rather than upon dramatic 
development of character; and Charlotte Bronte never 
excelled one or two sketches of portraits which she has 
given in ^^ The Professor," nor, in grace of womanhood, 
ever surpassed one of the female characters there de- 
scribed. By the time she wrote this tale, her taste and 
judgment had revolted against the exaggerated idealisms 
of her early girlhood, and she went to the extreme of 
reality, closely depicting characters as they had shown 
themselves to her in actual life: if there they were 
strong even to coarseness, — as was the case with some 
that she had met with in flesh and blood existence, — 
she " wrote them down an ass ;" if the scenery of such 
life as she saw was for the most part wild and grotesque, 
instead of pleasant or picturesque, she described it line 
for line. The grace of the one or two scenes and cha- 
racters, which are drawn rather from her own imagina- 
tion than from absolute fact, stand out in exquisite relief 
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from the deep shadows and wayward lines of others, 
which call to mind some of the portraits of Bembrandt. 

The three tales had tried their fate in vain together, 
at length they were sent forth separately, and for 
many months with still-<;ontinued iU success. I have 
mentioned this here, because, among the dispiriting 
circumstances connected with her anxious visit to Man- 
chester, Charlotte told me that her tale came back upon 
her hands, curtly rejected by some publisher, on the 
very day when her father was to submit to his operation. 
But she had the heart of Eobert Bruce within her, and fai- 
lure upon failure daunted her no more than him. Not only 
did ** The Professor" return again to try his chance among 
the London publishersi, but she began, in this time of 
care and depressing inquietude, — ^in those grey, weary, 
uniform streets, where all faces, save that of her kind 
doctor, were strange and untouched with sunlight to her, 
— there and then, did the brave genius begin "Jane 
Eyre." Bead what fihe herself says: — "Currer Bell's book 
found acceptance nowhere, nor any acknowledgment 
of merit, so that something like the chill of despair 
began to invade his heart." And, remember, it was 
not the heart of a person who, disappointed in one hope, 
can turn with redoubled affection to the many certain 
blessings that remain. Think of her home, and the 
black shadow of remorse lying over one in it, till his very 
brain was mazed, and his gifts and his life were lost ; — 
think of her father's sight hanging on a thread ; — of her 
sisters' delicate health, and dependence on her care ; — 
and then admire as it deserves to be admired, the steady 
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courage which could work away at " Jane Eyre," all the 
time " that the one-volume tale was plodding its weary 
round in London." 

I believe I have already mentioned, that some of her 
surviving friends consider that an incident which she 
heard, when at school at Miss Wooler's, was the germ of 
the story of Jane Eyre. But of this nothing can be 
known, except by conjecture. Those to whom she spoke 
upon the subject of her writings are dead and silent ; 
and the reader may probably have noticed, that in the 
<;orrespondence from which I have quoted, there has 
been no allusion whatever to the publication of her 
poems, nor is there the least hint of the intention of the 
sisters to publish any tales. I remember, however, 
many little particulars which Miss Bronte gave me, in 
answer to my inquiries respecting her mode of compo- 
sition, &c. She said, that it was not every day that she 
could write. Sometimes weeks or even months elapsed 
before she felt that she had anything to add to that 
portion of her story which was already written. 
Then, some morning, she would waken up, and the 
progress of her tale lay clear and bright before her, in 
distinct vision. When this was the case, all her care 
was to discharge her household and filial duties, so as to 
obtain leisure to sit down and write out the incidents 
and consequent thoughts, which were, in fact, more 
present to her mind at such times than her actual life 
itself. Yet notwithstanding this "possession" (as it 
were), those who survive, of her daily and household 
companions, are clear in their testimony, that never was 
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the claim of any duty, never was the call of another for 
help, neglected for an instant* It had become necessary 
to give Tabby — ^now nearly eighty years of age — the 
assistance of a girl. Tabby relinquished any of her 
work with jealous reluctance, and could not bear to be 
reminded, though ever so delicately, that the acuteness 
of her senses was dulled by age. The other servant 
might not interfere with what she chose to consider her 
exclusive work. Among other things, she reserved to 
herself the right of peeling the potatoes for dinner; but 
as she was growing blind, she often left in those black 
specks, which we in the North call the " eyes " of the 
potato. Miss Bronte was too dainty a housekeeper to 
put up with this ; yet she could not bear to hurt the 
faithful old servant, by bidding the younger maiden go 
over the potatoes again, and so reminding Tabby that 
her work was less effectual than formerly. Accordingly 
she would steal into the kitchen, and quietly carry off 
the bowl of vegetables, without Tabb/s being aware, and 
breaking off in the full flow of interest and inspiration 
in her writing, carefully cut out the specks in the pota« 
toes, and noiselessly carry them back to their place. 
This little proceeding may show how orderly and fully 
she accomplished her duties, even at those times when the 
" possession" was upon her. 

Any one who has studied her writings, — whether in 
print or in her letters; any one who has enjoyed the 
rare privilege of listening to her talk, must have noticed 
her singular felicity in the choice of words. She herself, 
in writing her books, was solicitous on this point. One 

B 2 
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set of words was the truthful mirror of her thoughts ; 
no others, however apparently identical in meaning, 
would do. She had that strong practical regard for the 
simple holy truth of expression, which Mr. Trench has 
enforced, as a duty too often neglected. She would 
wait patiently searching for the right term, until it 
presented itself to her. It might be provincial, it might 
be derived from the Latin ; so that it accurately repre- 
sented her idea, she did not mind whence it came ; 
but this care makes her style present the finish of a 
piece of mosaic. Each component part, however small, 
has been dropped into the right place. She never 
wrote down a sentence until she clearly understood 
what she wanted to say, had deliberately chosen the 
words, and arranged them in their right order. Hence 
it comes that, in the scraps of paper covered with her 
pencil writing which I have seen, there will occasionally 
be a sentence scored out, but seldom, if ever, a word or 
an expression. She wrote on these bits of paper in a 
minute hand, holding each against a piece of board, 
such as is used in binding books, for a desk. This plan 
was necessary for one so short-sighted as she was^; and, 
besides, it enabled her to use pencil and paper, as she 
sat near the fire in the twilight hours, or if (as was too 
often the case) she was wakeful for hours in the night. 
Her finished manuscripts were copied from these pencil 
scraps, in clear, legible, delicate traced writing, almost 
as easy to read aa print. 

The sisters retained the old habit, which was begun 
in their aunt's life-time, of putting away their work at 
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nine o^clock^ and beginning their study^ pacing up and 
down the sitting room. At this time, they talked over 
the stories they were engaged upon, and described their 
plots. Once or twice a week, each read to the others 
what she had written, and heard what they had to say 
about it. Charlotte told me, that the remarks made 
had seldom any effect in inducing her to alter her 
work, so possessed was she with the feeling that she 
had described reality ; but the readings were of great 
and stirring interest to all, taking them out of the 
gnawing pressure of daily-recurring cares, and setting 
them in a free place. It was on one of these occa- 
sions, that Charlotte determined to make her heroine 
plain, small, and imattractive, in defiance of the ac- 
cepted canon. 

The writer of the beautiful obituary article on " the 
death of Currer Bell," most likely learnt from herself 
what is there stated, and which I will take the liberty 
of quoting, about Jane Eyre. 

'* She once told her sisters that they were wrong — 
even morally wrong — in making their heroines beautiful 
as a matter of course. They replied that it was impos- 
sible to make a heroine interesting on any other terms. 
Her answer was, * I will prove to you that you are wrong ; 
I will show you a heroine as plain and as small as myself, 
who shall be as interesting as any of yours.' Hence 
*Jane Eyre,' said she in telling the anecdote: 'but 
she is not myself, any further than that.' As the work 
went on, the interest deepened to the writer. When 
she came to 'Thomfield' she could not stop. Being 
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short-sighted to excess, she wrote in little square paper- 
books, held close to her eyes, and (the first copy) in 
pencil. On she went, writing incessantly for three 
weeks; by which time she had carried her heroine 
away from Thomfield, and was herself in a fever which 
compelled her to pause." 

This is all, I believe, which can now be told respecting 
the conception and composition of this wonderful book, 
which was, however, only at its commencement when 
Miss Bronte returned with her father to Haworih, after 
their anxious expedition to Manchester. 

They arrived at home about the end of September. 
Mr. Bronte was daily gaining strength, but he was still 
forbidden to exercise his sight much. Things had gone 
on more comfortably while she was away than Charlotte 
had dared to hope, and she expresses herself thankful 
for the good ensured and the evil spared during her 
absence. 

Soon after this some proposal, of which I have not 
been able to gain a clear account, was again mooted for 
Miss Bronte's opening a school at some place distant 
from Haworth. It elicited the following fragment of i^ 
characteristic reply : — 

" Leave home 1 — I shall neither be able to find place 
nor employment, perhaps, too, I shall be quite past the 
prime of life, my faculties will be rusted, and my few 
acquirements in a great measure forgotten. These ideas 
sting me keenly sometimes ; but, whenever I consult my 
conscience, it affirms that I am doing right in staying at 
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home^ and bitter are its upbraidings when I yield to an 
eager desire for release. I could hardly expect success 
if I were to err against such warnings, I should like to 

hear from you again soon. Bring to the pointy 

and make him give you a clear^ not a vague^ account of 
what pupils he really coidd promise ; people often think 
they can do great things in that way till they have tried ; 
but getting pupils is unlike getting any other sort of 
goods." 

Whatever might be the nature and extent of this 
negotiation^ the end of it was that Charlotte adhered to 
the decision of her conscience, which bade her remain 
at home, as Ipng as her presence could cheer or comfort 
those who were in distress, or had the slightest influence 
over him who was the cause jof it. The next extract 
gives us a glimpse into the cares of that home. It is 
from a letter dated December 16th. 

"I hope you are not frozen up; the cold here is 
dreadful. I do not remember such a series of North- 
Pole days. England might really have taken a slide up 
iQto the Arctic Zone ; the sky looks like ice ; the earth 
is frozen ; the wind is as keen as a two-edged blade. 
We have all had severe colds and coughs in consequence 
of the weather. Poor Anne has suffered greatly from 
asthma, but is now, we are glad to say, rather better. 
She had two nights last week when her cough and diffi- 
culty of breathing were painful indeed to hear and wit- 
ness, and must have been most distressing to suffer ; she 
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bore it, as she bears all affliction, without one complaint, 
only sighing now and then when nearly worn out. She 
has an extraordinary heroism of endurance. I admire, 
but I certainly could not imitate her." ..." You 
say I am to ^ tell you plenty.' What would you have me 
say ? Nothing happens at Haworth ; nothing, at least, 
of a pleasant kind. One little incident occurred about 
a week ago, to sting us to life ; but if it gives no more 
pleasure for you to hear, than it did for us to witness, 
you will scarcely thank me for adverting to it. It was 
merely the arrival of a Sheriffs officer on a visit to B., 
inviting him either to pay his debts or take a trip to 
York. Of course his debts had to be paid. It is not 
agreeable to lose money, time after time, in this way ; 
but where is the use of dwelling on such subjects ? It 
will make him no betten" 

^* December 28th. 

" I feel as if it was almost a farce to sit down and write 
to you now, with nothing to say worth listening to ; and, 
indeed, if it were not for two reasons, I should put off 
the business at least a fortnight hence. The first reason 
is, I want another letter from you, for your letters are 
interesting, they have something in them ; some results 
of experience and observation ; one receives them with 
pleasure, and reads them with relish ; and these letters 
I cannot expect to get, unless I reply to them. I wish 
the correspondence could be managed so as to be all on 
one side. The second reason is derived from a remark 
in your last, that you felt lonely, something as I was at 



C017FESSI0K AND COUNSEL. 15 

Brussels, and that consequently you had a peculiar de- 
sire to hear from old acquaintance. I can understand 
and sympathize with this. I remember the shortest 
note was a treat to me, when I was at the above- 
named place; therefore I write. I have also a third 
reason : it is a haunting terror lest you should imagine 
I forget you — that my regard cools with absence. It is 
not in my nature to forget your nature ; though, I dare 
say, I should spit fire and explode sometimes if we lived 
together continually ; and you, too, would get angry, and 
then we should get reconciled and jog on as before. 
Do you ever get dissatisfied with your own temper 
when you are long fixed to one place, in one scene, sub- 
ject to one monotonous species of annoyance? I do : 
I am now in that unenviable frame of mind; my 
humour, I think, is too soon overthrown, too sore, too 
demonstrative and vehement I almost long for some 
of the uniform serenity you describe in Mrs. — 's dis- 
position ; or, at least, I would fain have her power of 
self-control and concealment ; but I would not take her 
artificial habits and ideas along with her composure. 
After all I should prefer being as I am. . . . You do 
right not to be annoyed at any maxims of conventionality 
you meet with. Regard all new ways in the light of fresh 
experience for you : if you see any honey gather it." 
. . . . " I don't, after all, consider that we ought to 
despise everything we see in the world, merely because 
it is not what we are accustomed to. I suspect, on the 
contrary, that there are not unfrequently substantial 
reasons underneath for customs that appear to us ab- 
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surd ; and if I were ever again to find myself amongst 
strangers, I should be solicitous to examine before I con- 
demned. Indiscriminating irony and fault-finding are 
just sumphtshnesSf and that is all. Anne is now much 
better, but papa has been for near a fortnight fer from 
well with the influenza ; he has at times a most distress- 
ing cough, and his spirits are much depressed," 

So ended the year 1846. 
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CHAPTEB IL 

The next year opened with a spell of cold dreary 
weather, which told severely on a constitution already 
tried by anxieiy and care. Miss Bronte describes 
herself as having utterly lost her appetite, and as 
looking **grey, old, worn and sunk," from her suflFer- 
ings during the inclement season. The cold brought 
on severe toothache; toothache was the cause of a 
succession of restless miserable nights ; and long wake- 
fulness told acutely upon her nerves, making them feel 
with redoubled sensitiveness all the harass of her 
oppressive life. Yet she would not allow herself to lay 
her bad health to the change of an uneasy mind ; " for 
after all," said she at this time, " I have many, many 
things to be thankful for." But the real state of 
things may be gathered from the following extracts 
from her letters. 

^ March 1st. 

** Even at the risk of appearing very exacting, I can't 
help saying that I should like a letter as long as your 
last, every time you write. Short notes give one the 
feeling of a very small piece of a very good thing to 
eat, — they set the appetite on edge, and don't satisfy 
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it, — a letter leaves you more contented ; and yet, after 
all, I am very glad to get notes ; so don't think, when 
you are pinched for time and materials, that it is useless 
to write a few lines ; be assured, a few lines are very 
acceptable as far as they go; and though I like long 
letters, I would by no means have you to make a task 
of writing them • . • . I really should like you to 

come to Haworth, before I again go to B . And 

it is natural and right that I should have this wish. To 
keep friendship in proper order, the balance of good 
offices must be preserved, otherwise a disquieting and 
anxious feeling creeps in, and destroys mi\tual comfort. 
In summer and in fine weather, your visit here might 
be much better managed than in winter. We could go 
out more, be more independent of the house and of our 
room. Branwell has been conducting himself very 
badly lately. I expect, from the extravagance of his 
behaviour, and from mysterious hints he drops (for he 
never will speak out plainly), that we shall be hearing 
news of fresh debts contracted by him soon. My health 
is better : I lay the blame of its feebleness on the cold 
weather, more than on an uneasy mind." 

"March 24th, 1847. 
** It is at Haworth, if all be well, that we must next 
see each other again. I owe you a grudge for giving 

Miss M some very exaggerated account about my 

not being well, and setting her on to urge my leaving 
home as quite a duty. Fll take care not to tell you 
next time, when I think I am looking specially old and 
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Ugly ; as if people could not have that privilege, without 
being supposed to be at the last gasp I I shall be 
thirty-one next birthday. My youth is gone like a 
dream ; and very little use have I ever made of it. 
What have I done these last thirty years? Precious 
Uttle." 

The quiet, sad year stole on. The sisters were con- 
templating near at hand, and for a long time, the terrible 
effects of talents misused and faculties abused in the 
person of that brother, once their fond darling and 
dearest pride. They had to cheer the poor old father, 
into whose heart all trials sank the deeper, because of 
the silent stoicism of his endurance. They had to watch 
over his health, of which, whatever was its state, he 
seldom complained. They had to save, as much as they 
could, the precious remnants of his sight. They had to 
order the frugal household with increased care, so as to 
supply wants and expenditure utterly foreign to their 
self-denying natures. Though they shrank from over- 
much contact with their fellow-beings, for all whom they 
met they had kind words, if few ; and when kind actions 
were- needed, they were not spared, if the sisters at the 
parsonage could render them. They visited the parish- 
schools duly ; and often were Charlotte's rare and brief 
holidays of a visit from home shortened by her sense of 
the necessity of being in her place at the Sunday-school. 

In the intervals of such a life as this, ^* Jane Eyre " 
was making progress. "The Professor" was passing 
slowly and heavily from publisher to publisher. " Wu- 
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thering Heights" and "Agnes Grey" had been accepted 
by another publisher, "on terms somewhat impoverishing 
to the two authors;" a bargain to be alluded to more 
fully hereafter. It was lying in his hands, awaiting his 
pleasure for its passage through the press, during all 
the months of early summer. 

The piece of eictemal brightness to which the sisters 
looked during these same summer months, was the hope 
that the friend to whom so many of Charlotte's letters 
are addressed, and who was her chosen companion, 
whenever circumstances permitted them to be together, 
as well as a favourite with Emily and Anne, would be 
able to pay them a visit at Haworth. Fine weather had 
come in May, Charlotte writes, and they hoped to make 
their visitor decently comfortable. Their brother was 
tolerably well, having got to the end of a considerable 
sum of money which he became possessed of in the 
spring, and therefore under the wholesome restriction of 
poverty. But Charlotte warns her friend that she must 
expect to find a change in his appearance, and that he 
is broken in mind ; and ends her note of entreating invi- 
tation by saying, ** I pray for fine weather, that we may 
get out while you stay." 

At length the day was fixed. 

** Friday will suit us very well. I do trust nothing 
will now arise to prevent your coming. I shall be 
anxious about the weather on that day ; if it rains, I 
shall cry. Don't expect me to meet you ; where would 
be the good of it ? I neither like to meet, nor to be 
met. Unless, indeed, you had a box or a basket for me 
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to caxry ; then there would be some sense in it. Come 
in black, blue, pink, white, or scarlet, as you like. 
Come shabby or smart ; neither the colour nor the con- 
dition signifies ; provided only the dress contain E , 

all will be right." 

But there came the first of a series of disappointments 
to be borne. One feels how sharp it must have been to 
have wrung out the following words. 

« May 20th. 

" Your letter of yesterday did indeed give me a cruel 
chill of disappointment. I cannot blame you, for I 
know it was not your fault. I do not altogether exempt 

-^ — from reproach This is bitter, but I feel 

bitter. As to going to B , I will not go near the place 

till you have been to Haworth. My respects to all and 
sundry, accompanied with a large amount of wormwood 
and gall, from the effusion of which you and your 
mother are alone excepted. — C. B. 

** You are quite at liberty to tell what I think, if you 
judge proper. Though it is true I may be somewhat 
unjust, for I am deeply annoyed. I thought I had 
arranged your visit tolerably comfortable for you this 
time. I may find it more diflScult on another occasion." 

I must give one sentence from a letter written about 
this time, as it shows distinctly the clear strong sense of 
the writer. 

" I was amused by what she says respecting her wish 
that, when she marries, her husband will, at least, have 
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a mil of his own, even should he be a tyrant. Tell her, 
when she forms that aspiration again, she must make it 
conditional : if her husband has a strong will, he must 
also have strong sense, a kind heart, and a thoroughly 
correct notion of justice ; because a man mth a weak 
brain and a strong will, is merely an intractable brute ; 
you csai have no hold of him ; you can never lead him 
right. A tyrant under any circumstances is a curse." 

Meanwhile, "The Professor" had met with many 
refusals from different publishers ; some, I have reason 
to believe, not over-courteously worded in writing to an 
unknown author, and none alleging any distinct reasons 
for its rejection. Courtesy is always due; but it is, 
perhaps, hardly to be expected that, in the press of 
business in a great publishing house, they should find 
time to explain why they decline particular works. Ye{, 
though one course of action is not to be wondered at,, 
the opposite may fall upon a grieved and disappointed, 
mind with all the graciousness of dew ; and I can well 
S3nnpathize with the published account which " Currer 
Bell" gives, of the feelings experienced on reading Messrs. • 
Smith and Elder's letter containing the rejection of 
" The Professoi*." 

" As a forlorn hope, we tried one publishing house 
more. Ere long, in a much shorter space than that on 
which experience had taught him to calculate, there 
came a letter, which he opened in the dreary antici- 
pation of finding two hard hopeless lines, intimating 
that "Messrs. Smith and Elder were not disposed to 
publish MS.," the and, instead, he took out of the en- 
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velope a letter of two pages. He read it trembling. It 
declined, indeed, to publish that tale, for business reasons, 
but it discussed its merits and demerits, so courteously, 
so considerately, in a spirit so rational, with a discrimi- 
nation so enlightened, that this very refusal cheered 
the author better than a vulgarly-expressed acceptance 
would have done. It was added, that a work in three 
volumes would meet with careful attention." 

Mr. Smith has told me a little circumstance con- 
nected with the reception of this manuscript, which 
seems to me indicative of no ordinary character. It came 
(accompanied by the note given below) in a brown paper 
parcel, to '65 Comhill. Besides the address to Messrs. 
Smith and Co., there were on it those of other pub- 
lishers to whom the tale had been sent, not obliterated, 
but simply scored through, so that Messrs. Smith at 
once perceived the names of some of the houses in the 
trade to which the unlucky parcel had gone, without 
success. 

TO MEJSSSS. SMITH AND ELDEE. 

"Jjily 15tb, 1847. 

" Grentlemen, — I beg to submit to your consideration 
the accompanying manuscript. I should be glad to 
learn whether it be such as you approve, and would 
undertake to publish at as early a period as possible. 
Address, Mr. Currer Bell, under cover to Miss Bronte, 
Haworth, Bradford, Yorkshire." 
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Some time elapsed before an answer was returned. 

A little circumstance may be mentioned here, though 
it belongs to a somewhat earlier, period, as showing 
Miss Bronte's inexperience of the ways of the world, 
and willing deference to the opinion of others. She had 
written to a publisher about one of her manuscripts, 
which she had sent him, and, not receiving any reply, 
she consulted her brother as to what could be the reason 
for the prolonged silence. He at once set it down to 
her not having enclosed a postage-stamp in her letter. 
She accordingly wrote again, to repair her former omis- 
Mon, and apologise for it. 

TO MESSRS. SMITH AND ELDER. 

" August 2nd, 1847. 

*' Gentlemen, — About three weeks since, I sent for 
your consideration a MS. entitled ^ The Professor, a tale 
by Currer Bell.' I should be glad to know whether it 
reached your hands safely, and likewise to learn, at your 
earliest convenience, whether it be such as you can 
undertake to publish. — ^I am, gentlemen, yours respect- 
fully, 

'^CuRBBR Bell. 

^'I enclose a directed cover for your reply." 

This time her note met with a prompt answer ; for, 
four days later, she writes (in reply to the letter which 
she afterwards characterised in the Pre&ce to the second 
edition of '^ Wuthering Heights," as containing a refusal 
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80 delicate, reasonable, and courteous, as to be more 
cheering than some acceptances) : 

** Your objection to the want of varied interest in the 
tale is, I am aware, not without grounds ; yet it appeai-s 
to me that it might be published without serious risk, if 
its appearance were speedily followed up by another work 
from the same pen, of a more striking and exciting cha- 
racter. The first work might serve as an introduction, 
and accustom the public to the author's name : the suc- 
cess of the second might thereby be rendered more 
probable. I have a second narrative in three volumes, 
now in progress, and nearly completed, to which I have 
endeavoured to impart a more vivid interest than be- 
longs to * The Professor.' In about a month I hope to 
finish it, so that if a publisher were found for ^ The 
Professor,' the second narrative might follow as soon as 
was deemed advisable; and thus the interest of the 
public (if any interest was aroused) might not be 
suffered to cool. Will you be kind enough to favour 
me with your judgment on this plan ? " 

While the minds of the three sisters were in this 
state of suspense, their long-expected friend came to 
pay her promised visit. She was with them at the 
beginning of the glowing August of that year. They 
were out on the moors for the greater part of the day, 
basking in the golden sunshine, which was bringing on an 
unusual plenteousness of harvest, for which, somewhat 
•later, Charlotte expressed her earnest desire that there 

VOL. II. c 
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should be a thanksgiving service in all the churches. 
August was the season of glory for the neighbourhood of 
Haworih. Even the smoke, lying in the valley between 
that village and Keighley, took beauty from the radiant 
colours on the moors above, the rich purple of the 
heather bloom calling out an harmonious contrast in 
the tawny golden light that, in the full heat of summer 
evenings, comes stealing everywhere through the dun 
atmosphere of the hollows. And up, on the moors, 
turning away from all habitations of men, the royal 
groimd on which they stood would expand into long 
swells of amethyst-tiated hills, melting away into aerial 
tints ; and the fresh and fragrant scent of the heather, 
and the "murmur of innumerable bees," would lend a 
poignancy to the relish with which they welcomed their 
friend to their own true home on the wild and open 
hills. 

There, too, they could escape from the Shadow in the 
house below. 

Throughout this time — during all these ccmfidence^ 
— not a word was uttered to their friend of the three 
tales in London ; two accepted and in the press — one 
trembling in the balance of & publisher's judgment ; nor 
did she hear of that other story "nearly completed," 
lying in manuscript in the grey old parsonage down 
below. She might have her suspicions that they all 
wrote with an intention of publication some time ; but 
she knew the bounds which they set to themselves in 
their communications ; nor could she, nor can any one 
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else, wonder at their reticence, when remembering how 
scheme after scheme had failed, just as it seemed close 
upon accomplishment. 

Mr. Bronte, too, had his suspicions of something 
going on ; but, never being spoken to, he did not speak 
on the subject, and consequently his ideas were vague 
and uncertain, only just prophetic enough to keep him 
from being actually stunned when, later on, he heard of 
the success of " Jane Eyre ;" to the progress of which 
we must now return. 



TO MESSBS. SMITH AND ELDER. 

« August 24th. 

" I now send you per rail a MS. entitled ' Jane Eyre,' a 
novel in three volumes, by Currer BelL I find I cannot 
prepay the carriage of the parcel, as money for that 
purpose is not received at the small station-house where 
it is left. If, when you acknowledge the receipt of the 
MS., you would have the goodness to mention the 
amount charged on delivery, I will immediately trans- 
mit it in postage stamps. It is better in future to 
address Mr. Currer Bell, under cover to Miss Bronte, 
Haworth, Bradford, Yorkshire, as there is a risk of 
letters otherwise directed not reaching me at present. 
To save trouble, I enclose an envelope." 

"Jane Eyre" was accepted, and printed and pub- 
lished by October 16th. 
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While it was in the press, Miss Bronte went to pay a 
short visit to her friend at B » The proofs were for- 
warded to her there, and she occasionally sat at the 
same table with her friend, correcting them ; but they 
did not exchange a word on the subject. 

Immediately on her return to the Parsonage, she 
wrote : 

" September. 

" I had a very wet, windy walk home from Keighl^; 
but my fatigue quite disappeared when I reached home, 
and found all well. Thank God for it. 

" My boxes came safe this morning, I have distri- 
buted the presents. Papa says I am to remember him 
most kindly to you. The screen will be very useful^ 
and be thanks you for it. Tabby was charmed with her 
cap. ^e said, * she never thought o' naught o' t' sort 
as Misff sending her aught, and, she is sure, she can 
never thank her enough for it.' I was infuriated on 
finding a jar in my trunk. At first, I hoped it was 
empty, but when I found it heavy and replete, I could 

have hurled it all the way back to B . However, the 

inscription A. B. softened me much. It was at once 
kind and villanous in you to send it. You ought first 
to be tenderly kissed, and then afterwards as tenderly 
whipped. Emily is just now on the floor of the bed- 
room where I am writing, looking at her apples. She 
smiled when I gave the collar to her as your present, 
with an expression at once well-pleased and slightly 
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sxurprised. All send their love. — Yours, in a mixture of 
anger and love.'' 

When the maAUBcript of " Jane Eyre'^ had heen re- 
ceived by the future publishers of that remarkable 
novel, it fell to the share of u gentleman connected with 
the firm to read it first. He was so powerfully struck 
by the character of the tale, that he Reported his im- 
pression in very strong terms to Mr. Smith, who 
appears to have been much amused by the admiration 
excited. ** You seem to have been so enchanted, that I 
do not know how to believe you," he laughingly said. 
But when a second reader^ in the person of a clear- 
headed Scotchman, not given to enthusiasm, had taken 
the MS. home in the evening, and became so deeply 
interested in it, as to sit up half the night to finish it, 
Mr. Smith's curiosity was sufficiently excited to prompt 
him to read it for himself; and great as were the praises 
which had been bestowed upon it, he found that they 
had not exceeded the truth. 

On its publication, copies were presented to a few 
private literary friends. Their discernment had been 
rightly reckoned upon. They were of considerable 
standing in the world of letters ; and one and all returned 
expressions of high praise along with their thanks for 
the book. Among them was the great writer of fiction 
for whom Miss Bronte felt so strong an admiration; he 
immediately appreciated, and, in a characteristic note to 
the publishers, acknowledged its extraordinary merits. 
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The Eeviews were more tardy, or more cautious. 
The "Athenaeum" and the "Spectator" gave short 
notices, containing qualified admissions of the power of 
the author. The ** Literary Gazette " was uncertain as 
to whether it was safe to praise an unknown author. 
The " Daily News " declined accepting the copy which 
had been sent, on the score of a rule ^* never to review 
novels ;" but a little later on, there appeared a notice 
of the "Bachelor of the Albany," in that paper; and 
Messrs. Smith and Elder again forwarded a copy of 
** Jane Eyre " to the Editor, with a request for a notice. 
This time the work was accepted ; but I am not aware 
what was the character of the article upon it. 

The " Examiner " came forward to the rescue, as far 
as the opinions of professional critics were concerned. 
The literary articles in that paper were always remark- 
able for their genial and generous appreciation of merit ; 
nor was the notice of "Jane Eyre" an exception; it 
was full of hearty, yet delicate and discriminating 
praise. Otherwise, the press in general did little to 
promote the sale of the novel ; the demand for it 
among Ubrarians had begun before the appearance of 
the review in the "Examiner;" the power and fascina- 
tion of the tale itself nmde its merits known to the 
public, without the kindly finger-posts of professional 
criticism ; and, early in December, the rush began for 
copies. 

I will insert two or three of Miss Bronte's letters to 
her publishers," in order to show how timidly the idea of 
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success was received by one so imaecustomed to adopt a 
sanguine view of any subject in which she wa« individu- 
ally concenied. The occasions on which these notes, 
were written, will explain themselves. 



MESSBS. SMITH, ELDEB, AND CO. 

"Oct. Idth, 1«47. 

" Grentlemen, — ^The six copies of * Jane Eyre' reached 
me this morning. You have given the work every 
advantage which good paper, clear type, and a seemly 
outside can supply ; — if it fails, the fault will lie with 
the author, — ^you are exempt. 

" I now await the judgment of the press and the public. 
I am. Gentlemen, yours respectfully, 

«C. Bell." 



IfESSBS. SMITH, ELDEB, AND CO. 

"Oct 26th, 1847. 

** Gentlemen, — ^I have received the newspapers. They 
speak quite as favourably of * Jane Eyre ' as I expected 
them to do. The notice in the ^Literary Guzette' 
seems certainly to have been indited in rather a flat 
mood, and the * Athenseum ' has* a style of its own, 
which I respect, but cannot exactly relish ; still when 
one considers that journals of that standing have a 
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dignity to maintain which would be deranged by a too 
cordial recognition of the claims of an obscure author, I 
suppose there is every reason to be satisfied. 

** Meantime a brisk sale would be effectual support 
under the hauteur of lofty critics. I am. Gentlemen, 
yours respectfully, 

**C. Bell." 



MESSBS. SMITH, ELDEB, AND CO. 

•*Nov. 13th, 1847. 

"Gentlemen, — I have to. acknowledge the receipt 
of yours of the 11th inst., and to thank you for the 
information it communicates. The notice from the 
* People's Journal' also duly reached me, and this 
morning I received the * Spectator.' The critique in 
the * Spectator ' gives that view of the book which will 
naturally be taken by a certain class of minds ; I shall 
expect it to be followed by other notices of a similar 
nature. The way to detraction has been pointed out, 
and will probably be pursued. Most future notices 
will in all likelihood have a reflection of the * Spec- 
tator ' in them. I fear this turn of opinion will not 
improve the demand for the book — but time will 
show. If * Jane Eyre ' has any solid worth in it, it ought 
to weather a gust of unfavourable wind. I am. Gentle- 
men, yours respectfully, 

** C. Bell." 
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MBS8B& SMITH^ ELDBB^ AND CO, 

"Nov. 30th, 1847. 

" Gentlemen, — I have received the * Economist,' but 
not the * Examiner ' ; from some cause that paper has 
missed, as the * Spectator^ did on a former occasion ; I 
am glad, however, to learn through your letter, that its 
notice of * Jane Eyre ' was favourable, and also that the 
prospects of the work appear to improve. 

^* I am obliged to you for the information respecting 
*Wuthering Heights.' I am. Gentlemen, yours re- 
spectfully, 

«* C. Bell.'' 

TO MESSRS. JSMITH, ELDER, AND Ca 

"Dec. Iflt, 1847. 

" Gentlemen, — The * Examiner^ reached me to-day 
it had been missent on account of the direction, which 
was to Currer Bell, care of Miss Bronte. Allow me to 
intimate that it would be better in future not to put 
the name of Currer Bell on the outside of communica- 
tions ; if directed simply to Miss Bronte they will be 
more likely to reach their destination safely. Currer 
Bell is not known in the district, and I have no wish 
that he should become known. The notice in the 
* Examiner ' gratified me very much ; it appears to be 
from the pen of an able man who has understood what 
he undertakes to criticise ; of course, approbation from 
such a quarter is encouraging to an author, and I trust 

C 8 
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it will prove beneficial to tHe work. I am, Grentlemeii, 
yours respectfully, 

**C. Bell. 

*^ I received likewise seven other notices from pro- 
vincial papers enclosed in an envelope. I thank you 
very sincerely for so punctually sending me all the 
various criticisms on ^ Jane Eyre,' 



> •> 



TO MESSES. SMITH, ELDEB, ANB CO. 

"Dec. 10th, 1847. 

" Gentlemen, — I beg to acknowledge the receipt of 
your lettOT inclosing a bank post bill, for which I 
thank you. Having already expressed my sense of 
your kind and upright conduct, I can now only say 
that I trust you will always have reason to be as well 
content with me as I am with you. If the result of 
any future exertions I may be able to make should 
prove agreeable and advantageous to you, I shall be 
well satisfied ; and it would be a serious source of regret 
to me if I thought you ever had reason to repent being 
my publishers. 

"You need not apologise, Q^entlemen, for having 
written to me so seldom ; of course I am always glad to 
hear from you, but I am truly glad to hear from Mr. 
Williams likewise ; he was my first favourable critic ; 
he first gave me encouragement to persevere as an 
author, consequently I naturally respect him and feel 
grateful to him. 
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** Excuse the informality of my letter, and believe me, 
Crentlemen, yours respectfully, 

"CiTKRBB Bell." 

There is little record remai n ing of the manner in 
which the first news of its wonderful success reached 
and affected the one heart of the three sisters. I once 
asked Charlotte — we were talking about the descrip- 
tion of Lowood school, and she was saying that she 
was not sure whether she should have written it, if 
she had been aware how instantaneously it would have 
been identified with Cowan Bridge — whether the popu- 
larity to which the novel attained had taken her by 
surprise. She hesitated a little, and then said : '^ I 
believed that what had impressed me so forcibly when 
I wrote it, must make a strong impression on any one 
who read it. I was not surprised at those who read 
^ Jane Eyre* being deeply interested in it; but I hardly 
expected that a book by an unknown author could 
find readers." 

The sisters had kept the knowledge of their literary 
ventures from their father, fearing to increase their own 
anxieties and disappointment by witnessing his ; for he 
took an acute interest in all that befell his children, and 
his own tendency had been towards literature in the 
days when he was young and hopefuL It was true he 
did not much manifest his feelings in words ; he would 
have thought that he was prepared for disappointment 
as the lot of man, and that he could have met it with 
stoicism ; but words are poor and tardy interpreters of 
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feelings to those who love one another, and his daughters 
knew how he would have borne ill-success worse for 
them than for himself. So they did not tell him 
what they were undertaking. He says now that he 
suspected it all along, but his suspicions could take no 
exact form, as all he was certain of was, that his 
children were perpetually writing — and not writing 
letters. We have seen how the communications from 
their publishers were received ** under cover to Miss 
Bronte." Once, Charlotte told me, they overheard the 
postman meeting Mr. Bronte, as the latter was leaving 
the house, and iilquiring from the parson where one 
Currer Bell could be living, to which Mr. Bronte replied 
that there was no such person in the parish. This must 
have been the misadventure to which Miss Bronte alludes 
in the beginning of her correspondence with Mr. Aylott. 

Now, however, when the demand for the work had 
assured success to "Jane Eyre," her sisters urged 
Charlotte to tell their father of its publication. She ac- 
cordingly went into his study one afternoon after his 
early dinner, carrying with her a copy of the book, and 
one or two reviews, taking care to include a notice 
adverse to it. 

She informed me that something like the following 
conversation took place between her and him. (I wrote 
down her words the day after I heard them ; and I am 
pretty sure they are quite accurate.) 

" Papa, Tve been writing a book.*^ 

" Have you, my dear ? " 

" Yes, and I want you to read it" 
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I am afraid it will try my eyes too much." 
But it is not in manuscript : it is printed." 
My dear ! you Ve never thought of the expense it 
will be ! It will be almost sure to be a loss, for how 
can you get a book sold ? No one knows you or your 



u 



name." 



C( 



Buty papa, I don't think it will be a loss ; no more 
will you, if you will just let me read you a review or 
two, and tell you more about it," 

So she sate down and read some of the reviews to her 
father ; and then, giving him the copy of " Jane- Eyre " 
that she intended for him, she left him to read it. 
When he came into tea, he said, " Girls, do you know 
Charlotte has been writing a book, and it is much better 
thanUkely?" 

But while the existence of Currer Bell, the author, 
was like a piece of a dream to the quiet inhabitants of 
Haworth Parsonage, who went on with their uniform 
household life, — their cares for their brother being its 
only variety, — the whole reading-world of England was 
in a ferment to discover the unknown author. Even 
the publishers of " Jane Eyre " were ignorant whether 
Currer Bell was a real or an assumed name, — whether it 
belonged to a man or a woman. In every town people 
sought out the list of their friends and acquaintances, 
and turned away in di^ppointment. No one they knew 
had genius enough to be the author. Every little inci- 
dent mentioned in the book was turned this way and 
that to answer, if possible, the much-vexed question of 
sex. All in vain. People were content to relax their 
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exertions to satisfy their curiosity, and simply to sit 
down and greatly admire. 

I am not going to write an analysis of a book with 
which every one who reads this biography is sure to be 
acquainted ; much less a criticism upon a work, which 
the great flood of public opinion has lifted up from the 
obscurity in which it first appeared, and laid high and 
safe on the everlasting hills of &me. 

Before me lies a packet of extracts from newspapers 
and periodicals, which Mr. Bronte has sent me. It 
is touching to look them over, and see how there is 
hardly any notice, however short and clumsily-worded, 
in any obscure provincial paper, but what has been 
cut out and carefully ticketed with its date by the 
poor, bereaved father, — so proud when he first read 
them — so desolate now. For one and all are fuU of 
praise of this great, unknown genius, which suddenly 
appeared amongst us. Conjecture as to the authorship 
ran about like wild-fire. People in London, smooth and 
polished as the Athenians of old, and like them ^^ spend- 
ing their time in nothing else, but either to tell or 
to hear some new thing," were astonished and delighted 
to find that a fresh sensation, a new pleasure, was in re- 
serve for them in the uprising of an author, capable of 
depicting with accurate and Titanic power the strong, 
self-reliant, racy, and individual characters which were 
not, after all, extinct species, but lingered still in ex- 
istence in the North. They thought that there was some 
exaggeration mixed with the peculiar force of delineation. 
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Those nearer to the spot, where the scene of the story 
was apparently laid, were sore, from the very truth and 
accuracy of the writing, that the writer was no Sonth- 
eron ; for though **dark, and cold, and rugged is the 
North," the old strength of the Scandinavian races yet 
abides there, and glowed out in every character depicted 
in **Jane Eyre." Farther than this, curiosity, both 
honourable and dishonourable, was at fault. 

When the second edition appeared, in the January of 
the following year, with the dedication to Mr. Thackeray, 
people looked at each other and wondered afresh. But 
Currer Bell knew no more of William Makepeace 
Thackeray as an individual man — of his life, age, for- 
tunes, or circumstances — than she did of those of 
Mr. Michael Ahgelo Titmarsh. The one had placed his 
name as author upon the title-page of " Vanity Fair," 
the other had not. She was thankful for the opportu- 
nity of expressing her high admiration of a writer, 
whom, as she says, she regarded " as the social regene- 
rator of his day — as the very master of that working 
corps who would restore to rectitude the warped state of 
things. .... His wit is bright, his humour at- 
tractive, but both bear the same relation to his serious 
genius, that the n^ere lambent sheet-lightning, playing 
under the edge of the summer cloud, does to the electric 
death-spark hid in its womb." 

Anne Bronte had been more than usually delicate all 
the summer, and her sensitive spirit had been deeply 
affected by the great anxiety of her home. But now 
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that "Jane Ejre" gave such indications of success; 
Charlotte began to plan schemes of future pleasure, — 
perhaps relaxation from care, would be the more correct 
expression,— for their darling youngs sister, the "little 
one" of the household. But, although Anne wa3 
cheered for a time by Charlotte's success, the fact was, 
that neither her spirits nor her bodily strength were 
such as to incline her to much active exertion, and she 
led far too sedentary a life, continually stooping either 
over her book, or work, or at her desk. " It is with 
difficulty," writes her sister, "that we can prevail 
upon her to take a walk, or induce her to converse. I 
look forward to next summer with the confident inten- 
tion that she shall, if possible, make at least a brief 
sojourn at the sea-side." In this same letter, is a sen- 
tence, telling how dearly home, even with its present 
terrible drawback, lay at the roots of her heart; but it is 
too much blended with reference to the affairs of others 
to bear quotation. 

Any author of a successful novel is liable to an inroad 
of letters from unknown readers, containing commen- 
dation — sometimes of so fulsome and indiscriminating a 
character as to remind the recipient of Dr. Johnson's 
&mous speech to one who offered presumptuous and 
injudicious praise — sometimes saying merely a few 
words, which have power to stir the heart "as with 
the sound of a trumpet," and in the high humility 
they excite, to call forth strong resolutions to make all 
future efforts worthy of such praise ; and occasionally 
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containing that true appreciation of both merits and 
demerits, together with the sources of each, which forms 
the very criticism and help for which an inexperienced 
writer thirsts. Of each of these kinds of communication 
Currer Bell received her full share ; and her warm heart, 
and true sense and high standard df what she aimed at, 
affixed to each its true value. Among other letters of 
hers, some to Mr. G. H. Lewes have been kindly placed 
by him at my service ; and as I know Miss Bronte highly 
prized his letters of encouragement and advice, I shall 
give extracts from her replies, as their dates occur, 
because they will indicate the kind of criticism she 
valued, and also because throughout, in anger, as in 
agreement and harmony, they show her character, 
unblinded by any self-flattery, full of clear-sighted 
modesty as to what she really did well, and what she 
failed in, grateful for friendly interest, and only sore 
and irritable when the question of sex in authorship was, 
as she thought, roughly or imfairly treated. As to the 
rest, the letters speak for themselves, to those who know 
how to listen, far better than I can interpret their 
meaning into my poorer and weaker words. Mr. Lewes 
has politely sent me the following explanation of that 
letter of his, to which the succeeding one of Miss Bronte 
is a reply. 

"When ^Jane Eyre' first appeared, the publishers 
courteously sent me a copy. The enthusiasm with which 
I read it, made me go down to Mr. Parker, and propose 
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to write a review of it for * Frazer's Magazine.' He would 
not consent to an unknown novel — for the papers had 
not yet declared themselves — receiving such importance, 
but thought it might make one on Recent Novels: 
English and French — which appeared in Frazer^ Decem- 
ber^ 1847. Meanwhile I had written to Miss Bronte to 
tell her the delight with which her book filled me ; and 
seem to have * sermonized' her, to judge from her reply. 



TO G. H. LEWES, ESQ. 

"Nov. 6th, 1847. 

"Dear Sir, — Your letter reached me yesterday; I beg 
to assure you, that I appreciate fully the intention with 
which it was written, and I thank you sincerely both for 
its cheering commendation and valuable advice. 

** You warn me to beware of melodrama, and you ex- 
hort me to adhere to the real When I first began to 
write, so impressed was I with the truth of the principles 
you advocate, that I determined to take Nature and Truth 
as my sole guides, and to follow in^their very footprints ; 
I restrained imagination, eschewed romance, repressed 
excitement ; over-bright colouring, too, I avoided, and 
sought to produce something which should be soft, grave, 
and true. 

**My work (a tale in one volume) being completed, I 
offered it to a publisher. He said it was original, faith- 
ful to nature, but he did not feel warranted in accepting 
it ; such a work would not selL I tried six publishers 
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in succession; they all told me it was deficient in 
* startling incident' and ^thrilling excitement/ that it 
would never suit the circulating libraries^ and, as it was 
on those libraries the success of works of fiction mainly 
depended, they could not undertake to publish what 
would be overlooked there. 

*** Jane Eyre' was rather objected to at first, on the 
same grounds, but finally foxmd acceptance. 

**.I mention this to you, not with a view of pleading 
exemption from censure, but in order to direct your 
attention to the root of certain literary evils. If, in 
your forthcoming article in * Frazer,' you would bestow 
a few words of enlightenment on the public who support 
the circulating libraries, you might, with yoiir powers,* 
do some good. 

*^ You advise me, too, not to stray far from the groimd 
of experience, as I become weak when I enter the region 
of fiction ; and you say, * real experience is perennially 
interesting, and to all men.' 

" I feel that this also is true ; but, dear Sir, is not the 
real experience of each individual very limited ? And, 
if a writer dwells upon that solely or principally, is he 
not in danger of repeating himself, and also of becoming 
an egotist ? Then, too, imagination is a strong, restless 
faculty, which claims to be heard and exercised : are we 
to be quite deaf to her cry, and insensate to her struggles? 
When she shows us bright pictures, are we never to look 
at them, and try to reproduce them ? And when she is 
eloquent, and speaks rapidly and urgently in our ear, 
are we not to write to her dictation ? 
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^* I shall anxiously search the next number of * Frazer ^ 
for your opinions on these points. — Believe me, dear 
Sir, yours gmtefuUy, 

'' C. Bell." 



But while gratified by appreciation as an author, she 
was cautious as to the person from whom she received it 
for much of the value of the .praise depended on the 
sincerity and capability of the person rendering it. 
Accordingly, she applied to Mr. Williams (a gentleman 
connected with her publishers' firm) for information as 
to who and what Mr. Lewes was. Her reply, after she 
had learnt something of the character of her future critic, 
and while awaiting his criticism, must not be omitted. 
Besides the reference to him, it contains some amusing 
allusions to the perplexity which began to be excited 
respecting the " identity of the brothers Bell," and some 
notice of the conduct of another publisher towards her 
sister, which I refrain from characterising, because I 

understand that truth is considered a libel in speaking 
of such people. 

TO W. S. WILLIAMS, ESQ. 

"Nov. lOth, 1847. 

**Dear Sir, — I have received the * Britannia' and the 
* Sun,' but not the * Spectator,' which I rather regret, as 
censure^ though not pleasant, is often wholesome. 



CUBBEB^ ELLIS, AKD ACTON BELL. 45 

^* Thank you for your information regarding Mr. Lewes. 
I am glad to hear that he is a clever and sincere man : 
such being the case, I can await his critical sentence 
with fortitude ; even if it goes against me, I shall not 
murmur; ability and honesty have a right to condemn, 
where they think condemnation is deserved. From 
what you say, however, I trust rather to obtain at least 
.lEt modified approval. 

** Your account of the various surmises respecting the 
Identity of the brothers Bell, amused me much : were 
the enigma solved, it would probably be found not worth 
the trouble of solution ; but I will let it alone ; it suits 
ourselves to remain quiet, and certainly injures no one 
else. 

^* The reviewer who noticed the little book of poems, 
in the ^ Dublin Magazine,' conjectured that the sai-disant 
three personages were in reality but one, who, endowed 
with an unduly prominent organ of self-esteem, and con- 

i sequently impressed with a somewhat weighty notion of 

his own merits, thought them too vast to be concentrated 
in a single individual, and accordingly divided himself 
into three, out of consideration, I suppose, for the nerves 
of the much-to-be-astounded public 1 This was an in- 
genious thought in the reviewer, — very original and 
striking, but not accurate. We are -three. 

" A prose work, by Ellis and Acton, will soon appear : 
it should have been out, indeed, long since ; for the first 

I proof-sheets were already in the press at the commence- 
ment of last August, before Currer Bell had placed the 
MS. of * Jane Eyre ' in your hands. Mr. ^ however. 
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does not do business like Messrs. Smith and Elder; a 

different spirit seems to preside at Street, to that 

which guides the helm at 65, Comhill My 

relations have suffered from exhausting delay and pro- 
crastination, while I have to acknowledge the benefits 
of a management at once business-like and gentleman- 
like, energetic and considerate. 

" I should like to know if Mr. often acts as he has 

done to my relations, or whether this is an exceptional 
instance of his method. Do you know, and can you tell 
me anything about him ? You must excuse me for going 
to the point at once, when I want to learn anything : if 
my questions are importunate, you are, of course, at 
Uberty to decline answering them. - 1 am, yours re^ 
spectfully, " C. Bell." 



TO Gt, H. LEWES, ESQ. 

"Nov. 22nd, 1847. - 

** Dear Sir, — I have now read * Eanthorpe.' I could 
not get it till a day or two ago ; but I have got it and 
read it at last; and in reading ^ Banthorpe,' I have read 
a new book, — not a reprint — not a reflection of any 
other book, but a new book. 

**I did not know such books were written now. It is 
very different to any of the popular works of fiction : it 
fills the mind with fresh knowledge. Your experience 
and your convictions are made the reader's; and to an 
author, at least, they ha^e a value and aa iaterawt (jBJtfc 
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unusuaL I await your criticism on * Jaue Eyre ' now 
with other sentiments than I entertained before the 
perusal of * Banthorpe.' 

** You were a stranger to me. I did not particularly 
respect you. I did not feel that your praise or blame 
would have any special weight. I knew little of your 
right to condemn or approve. Now I am informed on 
these points. 

" You will be severe ; your last letter taught me as 

much. Well 1 I shall try to extract good out of your 

severity : and besides^ though I am now sure you are a 

just, discriminating man, yet, being mortal, you must be 

fallible ; and if any part of your censure galls me too 

keenly to the quick — gives me deadly pain — I shall for 

the present disbelieve it, and put it quite aside, till such 

time as I feel able to receive it without torture. — I am, 

dear Sir, yours very respectfully, 

«C. Bell." 



In December, 1847, "Wuthering Heights" and 
**^^ Agnes Grrey" appeared. The first-named of these 
stories has revolted many readers by the power with 
which wicked and exceptional characters are depicted. 
Others, again, have felt the attraction of remarkable 
genius, even when displayed on grim and terrible crimi- 
nals. Miss Bronte herself says, with regard to this tale, 
"Where delineation of human character is concerned, 
the ease is different. I am bound to avow that she 
had so^cely more practical knowledge of the peasantry 
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amongst whom she lived, than a nun has of the coimtry- 
people that pass her convent gates. My sister's dispo- 
sition was not naturally gregarious: circxunstances 
favoured and fostered her tendency to seclusion ; except 
to go to church, or take a walk on the hills, she rarely 
crossed the threshold of home. Though the feeling for 
the people around her was benevolent, intercourse mth 
them she never sought, nor, with very few exceptions, 
ever experienced ; and yet she knew them, knew their 
ways, their language, and their family histories; she 
could hear of them with interest, and talk of them wiA 
detail minute, graphic, and accurate ; but with them she 
xarely exchanged a word. Hence it ensued, that what 
her mind has gathered of the real concerning them, was 
too exclusively confined to those tragic and terrible 
traits, of which, in listening to the secret annals of every 
rude vicinage, the memory is sometimes compelled to 
receive the impress. Her imagination, which was a 
spirit more. sombre than sunny — more powerful than 
sportive — found in such traits material whence it 
wrought creations like Heathcliffe, like Eamshaw, like 
Catharine. Having formed these beings, she did not 
know what she had done. If the auditor of ter work, 
when read in manuscript, shuddered imder the grinding 
influence of natures so relentless and implacable — of 
spirits so lost and fallen ; if it was complained that the 
mere hearing of certain vivid and fearful scenes baxiished 
sleep by night, and disturbed mental peace by day> Ellis 
Bell would wonder what was meant, and suspect the 
complainant of affectation. Had she but lived, Mr mind 
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•would of itself have grown like a strong tree — loftier, 
straighter, mder-spreading - and its matured .fruits 
would have attained a mellower ripeness and sunnier 
bloom; but on that mind time and experience alone 
could work ; to the influence of other intellects she was 
not amenable." 

Whether justly or unjustly, the productions of the 
two younger Miss Brontes were not received with much 
favour at the time of their publication. " Critics failed 
to do them justice. The immature, but very real, 
powers revealed in 'Wuthering Heights,' were scarcely 
recognised ; its import and nature were misunderstood ; 
the identity of its author was misrepresented: it was 
said that this was an earlier and ruder attempt of the 
same pen which had produced * Jane Eyre.' ' . . . . 
** Unjust and grievous error ! We laughed at it at first, 
but I deeply lament it now." 

Henceforward Charlotte Bronte's existence becomes 
divided into two parallel currents — her life as Currer 
Bell, the author; her life as Charlotte Bronte, the 
woman. There were separate duties belonging to each 
character — not opposing each other; not impossible, 
but difficult to be reconciled. When a man becomes an 
author, it is probably merely a change of employment 
to him. He takes a portion of that time which has 
hitherto been devoted to some other study or pursuit ; 
he gives up something of the legal or medical profession, 
in which he has hitherto endeavoured to serve others, or 
relinquishes part of the trade or business by which he 

VOL. IL » 
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has te^i striving to gain a livelihood ; and another 
merchant or lawyer, or doctor, steps into his vacant place, 
and probably does as well as he. But no other can take 
up the quiet, regular duties of the daughter, the wife, 
or the mother, as well as she whom Crod has appointed 
to fill that particular place : a woman's principal work 
in life is hardly left to her own choice ; nor can she drop 
the domestic charges devolving on her as an individual^ 
for the exercise of the most splendid talents that were 
ever bestowed. And yet she must not shrink from the 
extra responsibiUty implied by the very fact of her pos- 
sessing such talents. She must not hide her gift in a 
napkin ; it was meant for the use and^ service of others. 
In an humble and faithful spirit must she labour to do 
what is not impossible, or Grod would not have set her 
to do it. 

I put into words what Charlotte Bronte put into 
actions. 

The year 1848 opened, with sad domestic distress. It 
is necessary, however painful, to remind the reader con- 
stantly of what was always present to the hearts of 
father and sisters at this time. It is well that the 
thoughtless critics, who spoke of the sad and gloomy 
views of life presented by the Brontes in their tales, 
should know how such words were wrung out of them 
by the living recollection of the long agony they 
suffered. It is well, too, that they who have objected 
to the tepresentation of coarseness and shrank from it 
with r^ugnance, as if such conceptions arose out of the 
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writers, should leani, tbat, not from the imagination — 
not from internal conception — but from the hard cruel 
facts, pressed down, by external life, upon their very 
senses, for long, months and years together, did they 
write out what they saw, obeying the stem dictates of 
their consciences: They might be mistaken. They 
might err in writing atiwhen their afflictions were^ 
great that they could not write otherwise than they did 
of life. It is possible that it would have been better to 
have described only good and pleasant people, doing 
only good and pleasant things (in which case they could 
hardly have written at any time): all I say is, that 
never, I believe, did women, possessed of such wonderful 
gifts, exercise them with a fuller feeling of responsibility 
for their use. As to mistakes, they stand now — as 
authors as well as women — before the judgment-seat of 
GroA 

^'Jan. nth, 1848. 

*^We have notl)een very comfortable here at home 
lately. Branwell has, by some means, contrived to get 
more money from the old quarter, and has led us a sad 
life. . . . Papa is harassed day and night; we have 
little peace ; he is always sick ; has two or three times 
£Edlen down in fits ; what will be the ultimate end, Ood 
knows. But who is without their drawback, their 
scourge, their skeleton behind ihe curtain ? It remains 
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only to do one's best, and endure with patience what 
Grod sends." 



I suppose that she had read Mr. Lewes' review on 
" Recent Novels," when it appeared in the December of 
the last year, but I find no allusion to it till she writes to 
him on January 12th, 1848. 

**Dear Sir, — ^I thank you then sincerely for your 
generous review ; and it is with the sense of double con- 
tent I express my gratitude, because I am now sure the 
tribute is not superfluous or obtrusive. You were not 
severe on * Jane Eyre ;' you were very lenient. I am 
glad you told me my faults plainly in private, for in your 
public notice you touch on them so lightly, I should 
perhaps have passed them over, thus indicated, with too 
little reflection. 

** I mean to observe your warning about being careful 
how I undertake new works ; my stock of materials is 
not abundant, but very slender ; and, besides, neither 
my experience, my acquirements, nor my powers, are 
sufficiently varied to justify my ever becoming a frequent 
writer. I tell you this, because your article in * Frazer ' 
left in me an uneasy impression that you were disposed 
to think better of the author of 'Jane Eyre' than that 
individual deserved; and I would rather you had a 
correct than a flattering opinion of me, even though I 
should never see you. 
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" If I ever do write aaother book, I think I will have 
nothing of what you call ' melodrama;' I think so, but 
I am not sure. I ikinky too, I will endeavour to follow 
the counsel which eiiines out of Miss Austen's 'mild 
eyes,' * to finish more and be more subdued ;' but neither 
am I sure of that. YHien authors write best, or, at least, 
when they write most fluently, an influence seems to 
waken in them, which becomes their master — which 
will have its own way — putting out of view all behests 
but its own, dictating certain words;, and insisting on their 
being used, whether vehement or measured in their 
nature ; new-moulding characters, giving unthought of 
turns to incidents, rejecting carefully-elaborated old 
ideas, and suddenly creating and adopting new ones. 

'^ Is it not so ? And should we try to counteract this 
influence ? Can we indeed counteract it ? 

^'I am glad that another work of yours will soon 
appear ; most curious shall I be to see whether you will 
write up to your own principles, and work out your own 
theories. You did not do it altogether in ' Banthorpe ' 
— at least not in the latter part ; but the first portion 
was, I think, nearly without fisiult ; then it had a pith, 
truth, significance in it, which gave the book sterling 
value ; but to write so, one must have seen and known 
a great deal, and I have seen and known very little. 

"Why do you like Miss Austen so very much ? I am 
puzzled on that point. What induced you to say that 
you would have rather written * Pride and Prejudice,' 
or * Tom Jones,' than any of the Waverley Novels ? 
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" I had not Been * Pride aud Prejudice * till I read that 
sentence of yours^ and then I got the book. And what 
did I find ? An accurate^ daguerreotyped portrait of a 
commonplace face ; a caxefully-fenced, highly-cultivated 
garden^ with neat borders and delicate"^ flowers; but no 
glance of a bright, vivid physiognomy, no open country, 
no fresh air, no blue hill, no bonny beck. I should 
hardly like to live with her ladies and gentlemen, in 
their elegant but confined houses. These observations 
will probably irritate you, but I shall run the risk. 

'^Now I can understand admiration of Greorge Sand ; 
for though I never saw any of her works which I ad- 
mired throughout (even * Consuelo,' which is the best, or 
the best that I have read, appears to me to couple 
strange extravagance with wondrous excellence), yet she 
has a grasp of mind, which, if I cannot fully compre- 
hend, I can very deeply respect.; she is sagacious and 
profound ; — Miss Austen is gujIj shrewd and observant. 

"Am I wrong — or, were you hastyin what you said? 
If you have time, I should be glad to hear further on 
this subject ; if not, or if you think the questions frivo- 
lous, do not trouble yourself to replj. — ^I am, yours 

respectfully, 

<* C. Bell.'* 

TO 0. H. LEWES, ESQ. 

''Jan. ISth, 1848. 

" Dear Sir, — ^I must write one more note, though I 
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had not intended to trouble you again so soon. I have 
to agree with you, and to diflFer from you, 

** You correct my crude remarks on the subject of the 
* influence' ; well, I accept your definition of what the 
effects of that influence should be; I recognise the 
wisdom of your rules for its regulation. 

**What a strange lecture comes next in your letter! 
You say I must familiarise my mind with the &ct, that 
^Miss Austen is not a poetess, has no *^ sentiment^ (you 
scornfully enclose the word in inverted commas), no elo- 
quence, none of the ravishing enthusiasm of poetry,'— 
and then you add, I must ^ learn to acknowledge her as 
one of the greatest artists, of the greatest painters of 
human character, and one of the writers with the nicest 
sense of means to an end that ever lived.' 

** The last point only will I ever acknowledge. 

** Can there be a great artist without poetry? 

" What I call — ^what I will bend to, as a great artist 
then — cannot be destitute of the divine gift. But by 
poetry, I am sure, you understand something different 
to what I do, as you do by * sentiment.' It is poetry, as 
I comprehend the word, which elevates that masculine 
George Sand, and makes out of something coarse, some- 
thing Godlike. It is 'sentiment,' in my sense of 
the term — sentiment jealously hidden, but genuine, 
which extracts the venom from that formidable 
Thackeray, and converts what might be corrosive 
poison into purifying elixir. 

'' If Thackeray did not cherish in his large heart deep 
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feeling for his kind, he would delight to exterminate ; 
as it is, I believe, he wishes only to reform. Miss Austen 
being, as you say, without * sentiment,' without poetry, 
maybe is sensible, real (more real than true\ but she 
cannot be great. 

" I submit to your anger, which I have now excited 
(for have I not questioned the perfection of your dar- 
ling ?) ; the storm may pass over me. Nevertheless, I 
will, when I can (I do not know when that will be, as I 
have no access to a circulating Ubrary), diligently peruse 
all Miss Austen's works, as you recommend.. • . . . 
You must forgive me for not always being able to think 
as you do, and still believe me, youra gratefully^ 

** C. Bell." 



I have hesitated a little, before inserting the follow- 
ing extract from a letter to Mr. Williams, but it is 
strikingly characteristic ; and the criticism contained in 
it is, from that circumstance, so interesting (whether we 
agree with it or not), that I have determined to do so, 
though I thereby displace the chronological order of 
the letters, in order to complete this portion of a corre- 
spondence which is veiy valuable, as shomng the purely, 
intellectual side of her character. 
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TO W. & WILLlAMa, ESQ. 

«' April 26tb, 1848. 

**My dear Sir, — I have now read *Rose, Blanche, 
and Violet/ and I will tell you, as well as I can, what I 
think of it. Whether it is an improvement on * San- 
thorpe' I do not know, for I liked * Banthorpe' much ; 
but, at any rate, it contains more of a good thing. I 
find in it the same power, but more fully developed. 

" The author's character is seen in every page, which 
makes the book interesting — far more interesting than 
any story could do ; but it is what the writer himself 
says that attracts, far more than what he puts into the 
mouths of his characters. Gr. H. Lewes is, to my per- 
ception, decidedly the most original character in the 
book. . • • . The didactic passages seem to me the 
best — far the best — in the work ; very acute, very pro- 
found, are some of the views there given, and very 
clearly they are oflfered to the reader. He is a just 
thinker ; he is a sagacious observer ; there is wisdom in 
his theory, and, I doubt not, energy in his practice. 
But why, then, are you often provoked with him while 
you read? How does he manage, while teaching, to 
make his hearer feel as if his business was, not quietly 
to receive the doctrines propounded, but to combat 
them? You acknowledge that he offers you gems of 
pure truth ; why do you keep perpetually scrutinising 
them for flaws ? 

D 2 



58 LIFE OF CHABLOTTE BBOKTE. 

" Mr. Lewes, I divine, with all his talents and honesty, 
must have some faults of manner ; there must be a touch 
too much of dogmatism ; a dash extra of confidence in 
him, sometimes. This you think while you are reading 
the book; but when you have closed it and laid it down, 
and sat a few minutes collecting your thoughts, and 
settling your impressions, you find the idea or feeling 
predominant in your mind to be pleasure at the fuller 
acquaintance you have made with a fine mind and a 
true heart, with high abiUties and manly principles. 
I hope he will not be long ere he publishes another 
book. His emotional scenes are somewhat too uni- 
formly vehement ; would not a more subdued style of 
treatment often have produced a more masterly eiBFect ? 
Now and then Mr. Lewes takes a French pen into his 
hand, wherein he diflfers from^Mr. Thackeray, who 
always uses an English quill. However, the French 
pen does not far mislead Mr. Lewes ; he wields it with 
British muscles. All honour to him for the excellent 
general tendency of his book 1 

" He gives no charming picture of London literary 
society, and especially the female part of it; but all 
coteries, whether they be literary, scientific, political, or 
religious, must, it seems to me, have a tendency to 
change truth into affectation. When people belong to 
a clique, they must, I suppose, in some measure, write, 
talk, think, and live for that clique ; a harassing and 
narromng necessity. I trust, the press and the pubUc 
show themselves disposed to give the book the reception 
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it merits ; and that is a very cordial one, far beyond 
anything due to a Bulwer or D'Israeli production." 



Let us return from Currer Bell to Charlotte Bront& 
The winter in Haworth had been a sickly season* In- 
fluenza had prevailed amongst the villagers^ and where 
there was a real need for the presence of the clergy* 
man's daughters, they were never foimd wanting, al- 
though they were shy of bestowing mere social visits 
on the parishioners. They had themselves suffered 
from the epidemic ; Anne severely, as in her case it had 
been attended with cough and fever enough to loake 
her elder sisters very anxious about her. 

There is no doubt that the proximity of the crowded 
churchyard rendered the Parsonage unhealthy, and 
occasioned much illness to its inmatea Mr. Bronte 
represented the unsanitary state of Haworth pretty 
forcibly to the Board of Health; and, after the requisite 
visits from their officers, obtained a recommendation 
that all future interments in the churchyard should be 
forbidden, a new graveyard opened on the hill-side, and 
means set on foot for obtaining a water-supply to each 
house, instead of the weary, hard-worked housewives 
having to carry every bucketful^ from a distance of 
several hundred yards, up a steep street. But he was 
baffled by the rate-payers ; as, in many a similar instance, 
quantity carried it against quality, numbers against in- 
telligence. And thus we find that illness often assumiBd 
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a low typhoid form in Haworth, and fevers of various 
kinds visited the place with sad frequency. 

In February, 1848, Louis Philippe was dethroned. 
The quick succession of events at that time called forth 
the following expression of Miss Bronte's thoughts on 
the subject, in a letter addressed to Miss Wooler, and 
dated March Slst. 



^* I remember well wishing my lot had been cast in 
the troubled times of the late war, and seeing in its 
exciting incidents a kind of stimulating charm, which it 
made my pulses beat fast to think of: I remember even, 
I think, being a little impatient, that you would not 
fully sympathise with my feelings on those subjects; 
that you heard my aspirations and speculations very 
tranquilly, and by no- means seemed to think the flaming 
swords could be any pleasant addition to Paradise. I 
have now outlived youth ; and, though I dare not say 
that I have outlived all its illusions — that the romance 
is quite gone from life — the veil fallen from truth, and 
that I see both in naked reality — yet, certainly, many 
things are not what they were ten years ago: and, 
amongst the rest, * the pomp and drcumstance of war ' 
have quite lost in my eyes their fictitious glitter. I 
have still no doubt that the shock of moral earthquakes 
wakens a vivid sense of life, both in nations and indi- 
viduals; that the fear of dangers on a broad national 
scale, diverts men's minds momentarily from brooding 
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over small private perils, and for the time gives them 
something like largeness of views ; but^ as little doubt 
have I, that convulsive revolutions put back the world 
in all that is good^ check civilisation^ bring the dregs of 
society to its surface ; in short, it appears to me that 
insurrections and battles are the acute diseases of nations, 
and that their tendency is to exhaust, by their violence, 
the vital energies of the countries where they occur. 
That England may be spared the spasms, cramps, and 
firenzy-fits now contorting the Continent, and threatening 
Ireland,. I earnestly pray. With the French and Irish 
I have no sympathy. With the Germans and Italians 
I think the case is different ; as different as the love of 
freedom is from the lust for license." 

Her birthday came round. She wrote to the friend 
whose birthday was within a week of hers ; wrote the 
accustomed letter ; but, reading it with our knowledge 
of what she had done, we perceive the difference be- 
tween her thoughts and what they were a year or two 
ago, when she said "I have done nothing." There 
must have been a modest consciousness of having 
" done something " present in her mind, as she wrote 
this year: — 

" I am now thirty-two. Youth is gone — ^gone, — ^and 
will never come back : can't help it ... . It seems to 
me, that sorrow must come some time to everybody, and 
those who scarcely taste it in their youth, often have a 
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more brimmiiig and bitter cup to drain in after life; 
whereas, those who exhaust the dregs early, who drink 
the lees before the wine, may reasonably hope for more 
palatable draughts to succeed." 



The authorship of '^Jane Eyre" was as yet a close 
secret in the Bronte &mily ; not even this Mend, who 
was all but a sister, knew more about it than the rest of 
the world. She might conjecture, it is true, both from 
her knowledge of previous habits, and frt>m the suspi- 
cious fact of the proofs having been corrected at B ^ 

that some literary project was afoot; but she knew 
nothing, and wisely said nothing, until she heard a 
report from others, that Charlotte Bronte was an 
author — had published a novel 1 Then she wrote to 
her ; and received the two following letters ; confirma- 
tory enough, as it seems to me now, in their very vehe- 
mence and agitation of intended denial, of the truth of 
the report. 



«' April 28th, 1848. 

'^ Write another letter, and explain that last note of 
yours distinctly. If your allusions are to myself, which 
I suppose they are, imderstand this, — ^I have given no 
one a right to gossip about me, and am not to be judged 
by frivolous conjectures, emanating from any quarter 
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whatever. Let me know wliat you heaxd^ and from 
whom you heard it'' 



"< Ukj Srd, 184g. 

'^ All I can say to you about a certain matter is this : 
the report — if report there be — and if the lady, who 
seems to have been rather mystified, had not dreamt 
what she fancied had been told to her — must have had 
its origin in some absurd misunderstanding. I have 
given no one a right either to affirm, or to hint, in the 
most distant manner, that I was 'publishing' — 
(humbug I) Whoever has said it — if any one has, 
which I doubt — is no friend of mine. Though twenty 
books were ascribed to me, I should own none. I scout 
the idea utterly. Whoever, after I have distinctly re- 
jected the charge, urges it upon me, will do an unkind 
and an ill-bred thing. The most profound obscurity is 
infinitely preferable to vulgar notoriety ; and that noto- 
riety I neither seek nor will have. If then any B — an, 
or Gr — an, should presume to bore you on the subject, — 
to ask you what * novel ' Miss Bronte has been * publish- 
ing; you can just say, mth the distinct firmness of 
which you are perfect mistress, when you choose, that 
you are authorised by Miss Bronte to say, that she 
repels and disowns every accusation of the kind. You 
may add, if you please, that if any one has her confi- 
dence, you believe you have, and she has made no 
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(Invelling confessions to you on the subject. I am at a 
loss to conjecture from what source this rumour has 
come ; and, I fear, it has far from a friendly origin. I 
am not certain, however, and I should be very glad if I 
could gain certainty. Should you hear anything more, 
please let me know. Your offer of * Simeon s Life ' is a 
very kind one, and I thank you for it. I dare say Papa 
would like to see the work very much, as he knew Mr. 

Simeon. Laugh or scold A out of the publishing 

notion ; and believe me, through all chances and 
changes, whether calumniated or let alone, — Yours 
faithfully, 

'' C. Bkonte." 



The reason why Miss Bronte was so anxious to pre- 
serve her secret, was, I am told, that she had pledged 
her word to her sisters that it should not be revealed 
through her. 

The dilemmas attendant on the publication of the 
sisters' novels, under assumed names, were increasing 
upon them. Many critics insisted on believing, that 
all the fictions published as by three Bells were the 
works of one author, but written at different periods of 
his development and maturity. No doubt, this suspi- 
cion affected the reception of the books. Ever since 
the completion of Anne Bronte's tale of " Agnes Ghrey,'' 
she had been labouring at a second, '^ The Tenant of 
Wildfell Hall." It is little known; the subject — the 
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deterioration of a character, whose profligacy and ruin 
took their rise in habits of intemperance, so slight as to 
be only considered **good fellowship" — ^was painfully 
discordant to one who would fain have sheltered her- 
self firom all but peaceful and religious ideas. ''She 
had " (says her sister of that gentle " little one "), " in 
the course of her life, been called on to contemplate 
near at hand, and for a long time, the terrible effects of 
talents misused and faculties abused; hers was natu- 
rally a sensitive, reserved, and dejected nature; what 
she saw sunk very deeply into her mind ; it did her 
harm. She brooded over it till she believed it to be a 
duty to reproduce every detail (of course, with fictitious 
characters, incidents, and situations), as a warning to 
others. She hated her work, but would pursue it. 
When reasoned with on the subject, she regarded such 
reasonings as a temptation to self-indulgence. She 
must be honest; she must not varnish, soften, or 
conceal. This well-meant resolution brought on her 
misconstruction, and some abuse, which she bore, as it 
was her custom to bear whatever was impleasant, with 
mild steady patience. She was a very sincere and 
practical Christian, but the tinge of religious melan- 
choly communicated a sad shade to her brief blameless 
life." 

In the June of this year, "The Tenant of Wildfell 
Hall" was sufficiently near its completion to be sub- 
mitted to the person who had previously published for 
Ellis and Acton Bell. 
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In consequence of his mode of doing business^ con- 
siderable annoyance was occasioned both to Miss Bronte 
and to them. The circumstances^ as detailed in a letter 
of hers to a friend in New Zealand^ were these : — One 
morning, at the beginning of July, a communication 
was received at the Parsonage from Messrs. Smith and 
Elder, which disturbed its quiet inmates not a little, 
as, though the matter brought under their notice was 
merely referred to as one which affected their literary 
reputation, they conceived it to have a bearing likewise 
upon their character. " Jane Eyre " had had a great 
run in America, and a publisher there had consequently 
bid high for early sheets of the next work by " Currer 
Bell." These Messrs. Smith and Elder had promised to 
let him have. He was therefore greatly astonished, and 
not well pleased, to learn that a similar agreement 
had been entered into with another American house, 
and that the new tale was very shortly to appear. It 
turned out, upon inquiry, that the mistake had origi- 
nated in Acton and Ellis Bell's publisher having assured 
this American house that, to the best of his belief, 
"Jane Eyre," « Wuthering Heights," and "The Tenant 
of Wildfell Hall" (which he pronounced superior to 
either of the other two) were all written by the same 
author. 

Though Messrs. Smith and Elder distinctly stated in 
their letter that they did not share in such " belief," 
the sisters were impatient till they had shown its utter 
groundlessness, and set themselves perfectly straight. 
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With rapid decision, they resolved that Charlotte and 
Anne should start for London that very day, in order to 
prove their separate identity to Messrs. Smith and 
Elder, and demand firom the credulous publisher his 
reasons for a "belief so directly at variance with 
an assurance which had several tunes been given to 
him. Having arrived at this determination, they made 
their preparations with resolute promptness. There 
were many household duties to be performed that day ; 
but they were all got through. The two sisters each 
packed up a change of dress in a small box, which 
they sent down to Keighley by an opportune cart; and 
after early tea, they set oflF to walk thither —no doubt 
in some excitement ; for, independently of the cause of 
their going to London, it was Aime's first visit there. 
A great thunderstorm overtook them on their way that 
summer evening to the station ; but they had no time 
to seek shelter. They only just caught the train at 
Keighley, arrived at Leeds, and were whirled up by the 
night train to London* 

About eight o'clock on the Saturday morning, they 
arrived at the Chapter Coffee-house, Paternoster Eow — 
a strange place, but they did not well know where else 
to go. They refireshed themselves by washing, and had 
some breakfast. Then they sat still for a few minutes, 
to consider what next should be done. 

When they had been discussing their project in the 
quiet of Haworth Parsonage the day b^ore, and planning 
the mode of setting about the business on which they 
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were going to London^ they had resolved to take a cab, 
if they should find it desirable, from their inn to Com- 
hill; but that, amidst the bustle and "queer state of 
inward excitement" in which they found themselves, as' 
they sat and considered their position on the Saturday 
morning, they quite forgot even the possibility of hiring 
a conveyance ; and when they set forth, they became so 
dismayed by the crowded streets, and the impeded 
crossings, that they stood still repeatedly, in complete 
despair of making progress, and were nearly an hour in 
walking the half-mile they had to go. Neither Mr. 
Smith nor Mr. Williams knew that they were coming ; 
they were entirely unknown to the publishers of "Jane 
Eyre," who were not, in fact, aware whether the " Bells " 
were men or women, but had always written to them as 
to men. 

On reaching Mr. Smith's, Charlotte put his own letter 
into his hands; the same letter which had excited so 
much disturbance at Haworth Parsonage only twenty- 
four hours before. " Where did you get this?" said he, 
— as if he could not believe that the two young ladies 
dressed in black, of slight figures and diminutive statiure, 
looking pleased yet agitated, could be the embodied 
Currer and Acton Bell, for whom curiosity had been 
hunting so eagerly in vain. An explanation ensued, 
and Mr. Smith at once began to form plans for their 
amusement and pleasure during their stay in London. 
He urged them to meet a few literary friends at his 
house; and this was a strong temptation to Charlotte, 
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as amongst them were one or two of the writers whom 
she particularly wished to see ; but her resolution to 
remam unknown induced her firmly to put it aside. 

The sisters were equally persevering in declining Mr. 
Smith's invitations to stay at his house. They refused 
to leave their quarters, saying they were not prepared 
for a long stay. 

When they returned back to their inn, poor Charlotte 
paid for the excitement of the interview, which had 
wound up the agitation and hurry of the last twenty- 
four hours, by a racking headache and harassing sick- 
ness. Towards evening, as she rather expected some of 
the ladies of Mr. Smith's feimily to call, she prepared 
herself for the chance, by taking a strong dose of sal- 
volatile, which roused her a little, but still, as she says, 
she was "in grievous bodily case," when their visitors 
were announced, in full evening costume. The sisters 
had not understood that it had been settled that they 
were to go to the Opera, and therefore were not ready. 
Moreover, they had no fine elegant dresses either with 
them, or in the world. But Miss Bronte resolved to 
raise no objections in the acceptance of kindness. So, 
in spite of headache and weariness, they made haste to 
dr^ themselves in their plain hjh-n^e country gar- 
ments. 

Charlotte says, in an account which she gives to her 
friend of this visit to London, describing the entrance of 
her party into the Opera-house : — 

^^Fine ladies and gentlemen glanced at us, as we 
stood by the box-door, which was not yet opened, with 
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a slight, graceful HupercUiousness, quite warranted by 
the circumstances. Still I felt pleasurably excited in 
spite of heaxiache, sickness^ and conscious clownishness ; 
and I saw Anne was calm and gentle, which she always 
is. The performance was Eossini's * Barber of Seville,' — 
very brilliant, though I fancy there are things I should 
like better. We got home after one o'clock. We had 
never been in bed the night before ; had been in con- 
stant excitement for twenty-four hours; you may imagine 
we were tired. The next day, Sunday, Mr. Williams 
came early to take us to church ; and in the afternoon 
Mr. Smith and his mother fetched us in a carriage, 
and took us to his house to dine. 

" On Monday we went to the Exhibition of the Eoyal 
Academy, the National Crallery, dined again at Mr. 
Smith's, and then went home to tea with Mr. Williams 
at his house. 

"On Tuesday morning, we left London, laden with 
books Mr. Smith had given us, and got safely home. A 
more jaded wretch than I looked, it would be difficult 
to conceive. I was thin when I went, but I was meagre 
indeed when I returned, my face looking grey and very 
old, with strange deep lines ploughed in it — my eyes 
stared unnaturally. I was weak and yet restless. In a 
while, however, these bad effects of exdtement went off, 
and I regained my normal condition." 

The impression Miss Bronte made upon those with 
whom she first became acquainted during this visit to 
London, was of a person with clear judgment and fine 
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jsense; and though reserved, possessmg unconsciously 
the power of drawing out others in conversation. She 
never expressed an opinion without assigning a reason 
for it; she never put a question without a definite 
purpose; and yet people felt at their ease in talking 
with her. All conversation with her was genuine and 
stimulating ; and when she launched forth in praise or 
reprobation of books, or deeds, or works of art, her elo- 
quence was indeed burning. She was thorough in all 
that she said or did ; yet so open and fair in dealing 
with a subject, or contending with an opponent, that in- 
stead of rousing resentment, she merely convinced her 
hearers of her earnest zeal for the truth and right. 

Not the least singular part of their proceedings was 
the place at which the sisters had chosen to stay. 

Paternoster Eow was for many years sacred to pub- 
lishers. It is a narrow flagged street, lying under the 
shadow of St. Paul's ; at eadi end there are posts placed, 
60 as to prevent the passage of carriages, and thus pre- 
serve a solemn silence for the deliberations of the "Fa- 
thers of the Eow." The dull warehouses on each side 
are mostly occupied at present by wholesale stationers ; if 
they be publishers' shops, they show no attractive front 
to the dark and narrow street. Half-way up, on the left- 
hand side, is the Chapter Coffee-house. I visited it last 
Jime. It was then imoccupied. It had the appearance 
of a dwelling-house, two hundred years old or so, such 
as one sometimes sees in ancient country towns ; the ceil- 
ings of the small rooms were low, and had heavy beams 
running across them ; the walls were wainscotted breast 



72 LIFE OF GHABLOTTE BBONTE. 

high ; the staircase was shallow, broad, and dark, taking 
up much space in the centre of the house. This then was 
the Chapter Coffee-house, which, a century ago, was the 
resort of all the booksellers and publishers ; and where 
the literary hacks, the critics, and even the wits, used 
to go in search of ideas or employment. This was the 
place about which Chatterton wrote, in those delusive 
letters he sent to his mother at Bristol, while he was 
starving in London. ** I am quite familiar at the Chap- 
ter Coffee-house, and know all the geniuses there." 
Here he heard of chances of employment; here his 
letters were to be left. 

Years later, it became the tavern frequented by uni- 
versity men and country clergymen, who were up in 
London for a few days, and, having no private firiends 
or access into society, were glad to learn what was going 
on in the world of letters, from the conversation which 
they were sure to hear in the Coffee-room. Li Mr. 
Bronte's few and brief visits to town, during his resi- 
dence at Cambridge, and the period of his curacy in 
Essex, he had staid at this house; hither he had 
brought his daughters, when he was convoying them to 
Brussels ; and here they came now, from very ignorance 
where else to go. It was a place solely frequented 
by men ; I believe there was but one female servant in 
the house. Few people slept there; some of the 
stated meetings of the Trade were held in it, as they 
had been for more than a century; and, occasionally, 
country booksellers, with now and then a clergyman, 
resorted to it ; but it was a strange desolate place for 
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the Miss Brontes to have gone to, from its purely busi- 
ness and masculine aspect. The old '^grey-haired 
elderly man," who officiated as waiter, seems to have 
been touched from the very first with the quiet simpli- 
city of the two ladies, and he tried to make \hem feel 
comfortable and at home in the long, low, dingy room 
up stairs, where the meetings of the Trade were held. 
The high narrow windows looked into the gloomy Eow ; 
the sisters, clinging together on the most remote window- 
seat, (as Mr. Smith tells me he found them, when he 
came, that Saturday evening, to take them to the Opera,) 
could see nothing of motion, or of change, in the grim, 
dark houses opposite, so near and close, although the 
whole breadth of the Eow was between. The mighty 
roar of London was round them, like the sound of an 
unseen ocean, yet every footfall on the pavement below 
might be heard distinctly, in that unfrequented street. 
Such as it was, they preferred remaining at the Chapter 
Coflfee-house, to accepting the invitation which Mr. Smith 
and his mother urged upon them ; and, in after years, 
Charlotte says : — 

'* Since those days, I have seen the West End, the 
parks, the fine squares ; but I love the City far better. 
The City seems so much more in earnest; its business, 
its rush, its roar, are such serious things, sights, sounds. 
The City is getting its living — the West End but enjoy- 
ing its plea^nire. At the West End you may be amused ; 
but in the City you are deeply excited." {Villette, 
yoL i. p. 89.) 

VOL. n. s 
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Their wish had been to hear Dr. Croly on the Sunday 
morning, and Mr. Williams escorted them to St. Ste- 
phen's, Walbrook ; but they were disappointed, as Dr. 
Croly did not preach. Mr. Williams also took them (as 
Miss Bronte has mentioned) to drink tea at his house. 
On the way thither, they had to pass through Kensing- 
ton Grardens, and Miss Bronte was much " struck with 
the beauty of the scene, the fresh verdure of the turf, 
and the soft rich masses of foliage." From remarks on 
the different character of the landscape in the South to 
what it was in the North, she was led to q)e&k of the 
softness and varied intonation of the voices of those 
with whom she conversed in London, which seem to 
have made a strong impression on both sisters. AU this 
time those who came in contact with the " Miss Browns'* 
(another pseudonym, also beginning with B^ seem only 
to have regarded them as shy and reserved little country- 
women, with not much to say. Mr. Williams tells me 
that on the night when he accompanied the party to the 
Opera, as Charlotte ascended the flight of stairs leading 
from the grand entrance up to the lobby of the first tier 
of boxes, she was so much struck with the architectural 
effect of the splendid decorations of that vestibule and 
saloon, that involuntarily she slightly pressed his arm, 
and whispered, "You know I am not accustomed to 
this sort of thing." Indeed, it must have formed a 
vivid contrast to what they were doing and seeing an 
hour or two earlier the night before, when they were 
trudging along, with beatSg hearts and highitrung 
courage, on the road between Haworth and Keighley, 
hardly thinking of the thunder-storm that beat about 
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their headsf^ for the thoughts which filled them of how 
they would go straight away to London, and prove 
that they were really two people, and not one impostor. 
It was no wonder that they returned to Haworth utterly 
fagged and worn out, after the fatigue and excitement of 
this visit. 

The next notice I find of Charlotte's life at this time 
is of a different character to anything telling of enjoy- 
ment. 

" July 28th. 

" Branwell is the same in conduct as ever. His con-< 
stitution seems much shattered. Papa, and sometimes 
all of us, have sad nights with him. He sleeps most 
of the day, and consequently will lie awake at night. 
But has not every house its trial ?" 

While h» io« i^fi^f fH»d, w», ye. ta ig.,»aee 
of the fact of her authorship of " Jane Ejre," she re- 
ceived a letter from one of them, making inquiries 
about Casterton SchooL It is but right to give her 
answer, written on August 28th, 1848. 

** Since you wish to hear from me while you are from 
home, I will write without further delay. It often 
happens that when we linger at first in answering a 
Mend's letter, obstacles occur to retard us to an inex- 
cusably late* period. In my last, I forgot to answer a 
question which you asked me, and was sorry afterwards 
for the omission. I will begin, therefore, by replying to 
it^ though I fear what information I can give will come 
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a little late. You said Mrs. had some thoughts of 

sending to school, and wished to know whether 

the Clergy Daughters' School at Casterton was an eligible 
place. My personal knowledge of that institution is 
very much out of date, being derived from the expe- 
rience of twenty years ago. The establishment was at 
that time in its infancy, and a sad ricketty infancy it was. 
Typhus fever decimated the school periodically; and 
consumption and scrofula, in every variety of form bad 
air and water, bad and insufficient diet can generate, 
preyed on the ill-fated pupils. It would not then have 

been a fit place for any of Mrs* ^'s children ; but I 

understand it is very much altered for the better since 
those days* The school is removed from Cowan Bridge 
(a situation as unhealthy as it was picturesque — low, 
damp, beautiful with wood and water) to Casterton. 
The accommodations, the diet, the discipline, the system ^ 

of tuition — all are, I believe, entirely altered and greatly 
improved. I was told that such pupils as behaved well, 
and remained at the school till their education was 
finished, were provided with situations ^ governesses, 
if they wished to adopt the vocation, and much care 
was exercised in the selection ; it was added, that they 
were also furnished with an excellent wardrobe on leav- 
ing Casterton. .... The oldest family in Haworth 
failed lately, and have quitted the neighbourhood where 
their fathers resided before them for, it is said, thirteen 
generations. . . . Papa, I am most thankful to say, conti- 
nues in very good health, considering his age ; his sight. 
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too, rather, I think, improves than deteriorates. My 
sisters likewise are pretty welL* 

But the dark doud was hanging over that doomed 
Jhousehold, and gathering blackness every horn*. 
On October the 9th, she thus writes: — 

** The past three weeks have been a dark interval in 
our humble home. Branwell's constitution had been 
failing fast all the summer; but still, neither the 
doctors nor himself thought him so near his end as he 
was. He was entirely confined to his bed but for one 
single day, and was in the village two days before his 
death. He died, after twenty minutes' struggle, on 
Sunday morning, September 24th. He was perfectly 
conscious till the last agony came on. His mind had 
undergone the peculiar change which frequently pre- 
cedes death, two days previously ; the calm of better 
feelings filled it ; a return of natural affection marked 
his last moments. He is in Grod's hands now ; and the 
All-Powerful is likewise the All-MercifuL A deep con- 
viction that he rests at last — rests well, after his brief, 
erring, suffering, feverish life — fills and quiets my 
mind now. The final separation, the spectacle of his 
pale corpse, gave me more acute bitter pain than I 
could have imagined. Till the last hour comes, we 
never know how much we can forgive, pity, regret a 
near relative. All his vices were and are nothing now. 
We remember only his woes. Papa was acutely dis- 
tressed at first, but, on the whole, has borne the event 
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well. Emily and Anne are pretty well, though Anne 
is always delicate, and Emily has a cold and cough at 
present. It was my fate to sink at the crisis, when I 
should have collected my strength. Headache and 
sickness came on first on the Sunday; I could not 
regain my appetite. Then internal pain attacked me. 
I became at once much reduced. It was impossible to 
touch a morsel. At last, bilious fever declared itself. 
I was confined to bed a week, — a dreary week. But, 
thank Grod ! health seems now returning. I can sit up 
all day, and take moderate nourishment. The doctor 
said at first, I should be very slow in recovering, but I 
seem to get on faster than he anticipated. I am truly 
much better^ 

I have heard, from one who attended Branwell in his 
last illness, that he resolved on standing up to die. 
He had repeatedly said, that as long as there was life 
there was strength of will to do what it chose ; and when 
the last agony came on, he insisted on assuming the 
position just mentioned. I have previously stated, that 
when his fatal attack came on, his pockets were found 
filled with old letters from the woman to whom he was 
attached. He died ! she lives still, — in May Fair. 
The Eumenides, I suppose, went out of existence at the 
time when the wail was heard, " Great Pan is dead." 
I think we could better have spared him than those 
awful Sisters who sting dead conscience into life. 

I turn from her for ever. Let us look once more 
into the Parsonage at Haworth, 
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*' Oct 29th, 1848. 

" I think I have now nearly got over the effects of 
my late illness, and am almost restored to my normal 
condition of health. I sometimes wish that it was a 
little higher, but we ought to be content with such 
blessings as we have, and not pine after those that are 
out of our reach. I feel much more uneasy about my 
sister than myself Just now. Emily's cold and cough 
are very obstinate. I fear she has pain in her chest, 
and I sometimes catch a shortness in her breathing, 
when she has moved at all quickly. She looks very 
thin and pale. Her reserved nature occasions me great 
uneasiness of mind. It is useless to question her ; you 
get no answers. It is still more useless to recommend 
remedies ; they are never adopted. Kor can I shut my 
eyes to Anne's great delicacy of constitution. The late 
sad event has, I feel, made me more apprehensive 
than common. I cannot help feeling much depressed 
sometimes. I try to leave all in Grod's hands ; to trust 
in His goodness ; but faith and resignation are difficult 
to practise under some circumstances. Hie weather 
has been most unfavourable for invalids of late ; sudden 
changes of temperature, and cold penetrating winds 
have been frequent here. Should the atmosphere be- 
come more settled, perhaps a favourable effect might 
be produced on the general health, and these harassing 
colds and coughs be removed. Papa has not quite 
escaped, but he has so far stood it better than any of 

us. You must not mention my going to this 

winter. I could not, and would not, leave home on any 
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axjcount. Miss has been for some years out of 

health now. These things make one feel, as well as 
knowy that this world is not our abiding-place. We 
should not knit human ties too close, or clasp human 
aflfections too fondly. They must leave us, or we must 
leave them, one day. Grod restore health and strength 
to all who need it ! " 

I go on now with her own affecting words in the 
biographical notice of her sisters* 

"But a great change approached. Affliction came 
in that shape which to anticipate is dread ; to look back 
on grief. In the very heat and burden of the day, the 
labourers failed over their work. My sister Emily first 
declined. . . . Never in all her life had she lingered over 
any task that lay before her, and she did not linger 
now. She sank rapidly. She made haste to leave us. 
.... Day by day, when I saw with what a front she 
met suffering, I looked on her with an anguish of 
wonder and love. I have seen nothing like it; but, 
indeed, I have never seen her paraUel in anything. 
Stronger than a man, simpler than a child, her nature 
stood alone. The awful point was that, while full of 
ruth for others, on herself she had no pity; the spirit 
was inexorable to the flesh ; from the trembling hands, 
the unnerved Umbs, the fading eyes, the same service 
was exacted as they had rendered in health. To stand 
by and witness this, and not dare to remonstrate, was a 
^ no words caa reader." 

In fact, Emily never went out of doors after the 
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Sunday succeeding Branwell's death. She made no 
complaint ; she would not endure questioning ; she re- 
jected sympathy and help. Many a time did Charlotte 
and Anne drop their sewing, or cease from their writing, 
to listen with wrung hearts to the failing step, the 
laboured breathing, the frequent pauses, with which 
their sister climbed the short staircase ; yet they dared 
not notice what they observed, with pangs of sufifering 
even deeper than hers. They dared not notice it in 
words, far less by the caressing assistance of a helping 
arm or hand. They sat, still and silent. 

"Nov. 28rd, 1848. 

" I told you Emily was ill, in my last letter. She has 
not rallied yet. She is very ill. I believe, if you were to 
see her, your impression would be that there is no hope, 
A more hollow, wasted, pallid aspect I have not beheld. 
The deep tight cough continues ; the breathing after the 
least exertion is a rapid pant ; and these symptoms are 
accompanied by pains in the chest and side. Her pulse, 
the only time she allowed it to be felt, was found to 
beat 115 per minute. In this state she resolutely 
refuses to see a doctor ; she will give no explanation of 
her feelings, she will scarcely allow her feelings to be 
alluded to. Our position is, and has been for some 
weeks, exquisitely painful. Grod only knows how all 
this is to terminate. More than once, I have been 
forced boldly to regard the terrible event of her loss as 
possible, and even probable. But nature shrinks from 

B 2 
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she arose and dressed herself as usual^ making many a 
.pause, but doing everything for herself, and even endea- 
vouring to take up her employment of sewing: the 
servants looked on, and knew what the catching, rattling 
breath, and the glazing of the eye too surely foretold ; 
but she kept at her work; and Charlotte and Anne, 
though full of unspeakable dread, had still the faintest 
spark .of hope. On that morning Charlotte wrote thus, 
— probably in the very presence of her dying sister : — 

" Tuesday. 

" I should have written to you before, if I had had 
one word of hope to say; but I have not. She grows 
daily weaker. The physician's opinion was expressed too 
obscurely to be of use. He sent some medicine, which 
she would not take. Moments so dark as these I have 
never known. I pray for Grod's support to us alL 
Hitherto He has granted it." 

The morning drew on to noon. Emily was worse : 
she could only whisper in gasps. Now, when it was too 
late, she said to Charlotte, " If you will send for a doctor, 
I will see him now." About two o'clock she died. 

'*Dec. 21st, 1848. 

*' Emily suffers no more from pain or weakness now. 

She never will suffer more in this world. She is gone, 

after a hard, short conflict. She died on Tuesday^ the 

very day I wrote to you. I thought it very possible she 
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might be with us still for weeks ; and a few hours after-* 
waids, she was in eternity. Yes ; there is no Emily in 
time or on earth now. Yesterday we put her poor, 
wasted, mortal frame quietly under the church pave- 
ment. We are very calm at present. Why should we 
be otherwise? ThLguish of seeing her sier is over ; 
the spectacle of the pains of death is gone by; the 
funeral day is past. We feel she is at peace. No need 
now to tremble for the hard frost and the keen wind. 
Emily does not feel them. She died in a time of pro- 
mise. We saw her taken from life in its prime. But 
it is Grod's will, and the place where she is gone is better 
than that she has left 

^^ Grod has sustained me, in a way that I marvel at, 
through such agony as I had not conceived. I now look 
at Anne, and wish she were well and strong; but she is 
neither ; nor is papa. Could you now come to us for a 
few days? I would not ask you to stay long. Write 
and tell me if you could come next week, and by what 
train. I would try to send a gig for you to Keighley. 
You will, I trust, find us tranquiL Try to come. I 
never so much needed the consolatioi> of a friend's pre- 
sence. Pleasure, of course, there would be none for you 
in the visit, except what your kind heart would teach 
you to find in doing good to others " 

As the old, bereaved father and his two surviving 
children followed the coflSn to the grave, they were joined 
by Keeper, Emil/s fierce, faithful bull-dog. He walked 
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alongside of the mourners, and into the church, and 
stayed quietly there all the time that the burial service 
was being read. When he came home, he lay down at 
Emil/s chamber door, and howled pitifully for many 
days. Anne Bronte drooped and sickened more rapidly 
from that time; and so ended Uie year 1848. 
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CHAPTEB in. 

An article on " Vanity Fair " and " Jane Ejre " had 
appeared in the Quarterly Keview of December, 1848. 
Some weeks after, Miss Bronte wrote to her publishers, 
asking why it had not been sent to her ; and conjecturing 
that it was unfavourable, she repeated her previous 
request, that whatever was done with the laudatory, all 
critiques adverse to the novel might be forwarded to her 
without fail. The Quarterly Review was accordingly sent. 
I am not aware that Miss Bronte took any greater notice 
of the article than to place a few sentences out of it in the 
mouth of a hard and vulgar woman in " Shirley," where 
ihey are so much in character, that few have recognised 
them as a quotation. The time when the article was 
read was good for Miss Bronte ; she was numbed to all 
petty annoyances by the grand severity of Death. Other- 
wise she might have felt more keenly than they deserved 
the criticisms which, while striving to be severe, failed 
in logic, owing to the misuse of prepositions ; and have 
smarted under conjectures as to the authorship of ^' Jane 
Eyre,'' which, intended to be acute, were merely flippant. 
But flippancy takes a graver name when directed against 
an author by an anonymous writer. We call it then 
eowardly insolence. 
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tempests and sorrows. I seem to get strength, if not 
consolation. It will not do to anticipate. I feel that 
hourly. In the night, I awake and long for morning ; 
then my heart is wrung. Papa continues much the 
same ; he was very faint when he came down to break- 
fast. .... DearE ^, your friendship is some comfort 

to me. I am thankful for it. I see few lights through 
the darkness of the present time ; but amongst them 
the constancy of a kind heart attached to me is one of 
the most cheering and serene." 

**Jaii. 15 th, 1849. 

*' I can scarcely say that Anne is worse, nor can I say 
she is better. She varies often in the course of a day, 
yet each day is passed pretty much the same. The 
morning is usually the best time ; the afternoon and the 
evening the most feverish. Her cough is the most 
troublesome at night, but it is rarely violent. The pain 
in her arm still disturbs her. She takes the cod-liver 
oil and carbonate of iron regularly ; she finds them both 
nauseous, but especially the oiL Her appetite is small 
indeed. Do not fear that I shall relax in my care of 
her. She is too precious not to.be cherished with all 
the fostering strength I have. Papa, I am thankful to 
say, has been a good deal better this last day or two. 

*' As to your queries about myself, I can only say, that 
if I continue as I am I shall do very well. I have not 
yet got rid of the pains in my chest and back. They 
oddly return with every change of weather ; and are 
still sometimes accompanied with a little soreness and 
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hoarseness^ but I combat them steadily with pitch 
plasters and bran tea. I should think it silly and wrong 
indeed not to be regardful of my own health at present ; 
it would not do to be ill now, 

** I avoid looking forward or backward, and try to 
keep looking upward. This is not the time to regret, 
dread, or weep. What I have and ought to do is 
very distinctly laid out for me ; what I want, and pray 
for, is strength to perform it. The days pass in a slow, 
dark march; the nights are the test; the sudden 
wakings from restless sleep, the revived knowledge that 
one lies in her grave, and another not at my side, but in 
a separate and sick bed. However, Grod is over all." 

'* Jan. 22nd, 1849. 

" Anne really did seem to be a little better during some 
mild days last week, but to-day she looks very pale and 
languid again. She perseveres with the cod4iver oil, 
but still finds it very nauseous. 

** She is truly obliged to you for the soles for her shoes, 
and finds them extremely comfortable. I am to com- 
mission you to get her just such a respirator as Mrs. 

had. She would not object to give a higher price, if 
you thought it better. If it is not too much trouble, 
you may likewise get me a pair of soles ; you can send 
them and the respirator when you send the box. You 
must put down the price of all, and we will pay you in 
a Post Office order. * Wuthering Heights ' was given to 

you. I have sent neither letter nor parceL I had 

nothing but dreary news to write, so preferred that others 
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should tell her. I have not written to either. I 

cannot write, except when I am quite obliged." 

**Feb. nth, 1849. 

« We received the box and its contents quite safely 
to-day. The penwipers are very pretty, and we are very 
much obliged to you for them. I hope the respirator will 
be useful to Anne, in case she should ever be well enough 
to go out again. She continues very much in the same 
state — ^I trust not greatly worse, though she is becoming 
very thin^ I fear it would be only self-delusion to fancy 
her better. What effect the advancing season may have 
on her, I know not ; perhaps the return of really warm 
weather may give nature a happy stimulus. I tremble 
at the thought of any change to cold wind or frost. 
Would that March were well over 1 Her mind seems 
generally serene, and her sufferings hitherto are nothing 
like Emil/s. The thought of what may be to come 
grows more familiar to my mind ; but it is a sad, dreary 
guest." 

«< March 16th, 1849. 

** We have found the past week a somewhat trying 
one ; it has not been cold, but still there have been 
changes of temperature whose effect Anne has felt un- 
favourably. She is not, I trust, seriously worse, but her 
cough is at times very hard and painful, and her strength 
rather diminished than improved. I wish the month of 
March was well over. You are right in conjecturing 
that I am somewhat depressed ; at times I certainly am. 
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It was almost easier to bear up when the trial was at its 
crisis than now. The feeling of Emil/s loss does not 
diminish as time wears on ; it often makes itself most 
acutely recognised. It brings too an inexpressible sorrow 
with it; and then the future is dark. Yet I am well 
aware^ it will not do either to complain, or sink, and I 
strive to do neither. Strength, I hope and trust, will 
yet be given in proportion to the burden ; but the pain 
of my position is not one likely to lessen with habit. 
Its solitude and isolation are oppressive circumstances, 
yet I do not wish for any friends to stay with me ; I 
could not do with any one — not even you — to share the 
saxlness of the house; it would rack me intolerably. 
Meantime, judgment is still blent with mercy. Anne's 
sufferings still continue mild. It is my nature, when 
left alone, to struggle on with a certain perseverance, 
and I believe Grod will help me." 

Anne had been delicate all her life; a fact which 
perhaps made them less aware than they would other- 
wise have been, of the true nature of those fatal first 
symptoms. Yet they seem to have lost but little time 
before they sent for the first advice that could be pror 
cured. She was examined with the stethoscope, and the 
dreadful fact was annoimced that her lungs were affected, 
and that tubercular consmnption had already made 
considerable progress. A system of treatment was 
prescribed, which was afterwards ratified by the opinion 
of Dr. Forbes. 

For a short time they hoped that the disease was 
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arrested. Charlotte — herself ill with a complaiiit that 
severely tried her spirits — was the ever-watchful nurse of 
this youngest, last sister. One comfort was that Anne 
was the patientest, gentlest invalid that could be. Still, 
there were hours, days, weeks of inexpressible anguish 
to be borne; under the pressure of which Charlotte 
could only pray: and pray she did, right earnestly. 
Thus she writes on March 24th : — 

" Anne's decline is gradual and fluctuating ; but its 
nature is not doubtf uL .... In spirit she is resigned : 
at heart she is, I believe, a true Christian. • • • . May 
God support her and all of us through the trial of 
lingering sickness, and aid her in the last hour, when 
the struggle which separates soul from body must be 
gone through I We saw Emily torn from the midst of 
us when our hearts clung to her with intense attachment. 
.... She was scarce buried when Anne's health failed. 
.... These things would be too much, if reason, un- 
supported byreligion, were condemned to bear them alone. 
I have cause to be most thankful for the strength that has 
hitherto been vouchsafed both to my father and to 
myself. Grod, I think, is specially merciful to old age ; 
and for my own part, trials, which in perspective 
would have seemed to me quite intolerable, when they 
actually came I endured without prostration* Yet I 
must confess that, in the time which has elapsed since 
Emily's death, there have been moments of solitary, 
deep, inert a£9iction, far harder to bear than those which 
immediately followed our loss. The crisis of bereave- 



CRITICAL STATE OF ANNE BBONTE. 95 

ment has an acute pang which goads to exertion ; the 
desolate after-feeling sometimes paralyzes. I have learnt 
that we are not to find solace in our own strength ; we 
must seek it in Grod's omnipotence. Fortitude is good ; 
but fortitude itself must be shaken under us to teach us 
how weak we are 1 " 

All through this illness of Anne's, Charlotte had the 
comfort of being able to talk to her about her state ; a 
comfort rendered mexpressibly great by the contrast 
which it presented to the recollection of Emily's rejection 
of all sympathy. If a proposal for Anne's benefit was 
made, Charlotte could speak to her about it, and the 
nursing and dying sister could consult with each other 
as to its desirability. I have seen but one of Anne's 
letters ; it is the only time we seem to be brought into 
direct personal contact with this gentle, patient girl. In 
order to give the requisite preliminary explanation, I 

must state that the family of friends, to which E 

belonged, proposed that Anne should come to them ; in 
order to try what change of air and diet, and the 
company of kindly people could do towards restoring 
her to health. In answer to this proposal, Charlotte 
writes: — 

*< March 24th. 

" I read your kind note to Anne, and she wishes me 
to thank you sincerely for your friendly proposal. She 
feels, of course, that it would not do to take advantage of 
^^ ^7 quartering an invalid upon the inhabitants of 
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; but she intimates there is another way in which 



you might serve her, perhaps with some benefit to your- 
self as well as to her. Should it, a month or two hence, 
be deemed advisable that she should go either to the 
sea-side, or to some inland watering-place — and should 
papa be disinclined to move, and I consequently obliged 
to remain at home — she asks, could you be her com- 
panion ? Of course I need not add that in the event of 
such an arrangement being made, you would be put to 
no expense. This, dear E., is Anne's proposal ; I make 
it to comply with her wish ; but for my own part, J 
must add that I see serious objections to your accepting 
it — objections I cannot name to her. She continues to 
vary; is sometimes worse, and sometimes better, as the 
weather changes; but, on the whole, I fear she loses 
strength. Papa says her state is most precarious ; she 
may be spared for some time, or a sudden alteration 
might remove her before we are aware. Were such an 
alteration to take place while she was far from home, 
and alone with you, it would be terrible. The idea of 
it distresses me inexpressibly, and I tremble whenever 

we could gain time, and see how she gets on. If she 
leaves home, it certainly should not be in the capricious 
month of May, which is proverbially trying to the weak. 
June would be a safer month. If we could reach June, 
I should have good hopes of her getting through the 
summer. Write such an answer to this note as I can 
show Anne. You can write any additional remarks to 
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me on a separate piece of paper. Do not consider your- 
self as confined to discussing only our sad affairs. I am 
interested in all that interests you." 



FBOM ANNE BBONTE. 

''April 5th, 1849. 

My dear Miss ^ — I thank you greatly for your 

kind letter, and your ready compliance with my proposal, 
as far as the toill can go at least. I see, however, that 
your friends are unwilling that you should undertake the 
responsibility of accompanying me under present cir- 
cumstances. But I do not think there would be any 
great responsibility in the matter. I know, and every- 
body knows, that you would be as kind and helpful as 
sukj one could possibly be, and I hope I should not be 
very troublesome. It would be as a companion, not as 
a nurse, that I should wish for your company; other- 
wise I should not venture to ask it. As for your kind 

and often-repeated invitation to , pray give my 

sincere thanks to your mother and sisters, but tell them I 
could not think of inflicting my presence upon them as I 
now am- It is very kind of them to make so light of the 
trouble, but still there must be more or less, and certainly 
no pleasure, from the society of a silent invalid stranger. 
I hope, however, that Charlotte will by some means 
make it possible to accompany me after all. She is cer- 
tainly very delicate, and greatly needs a change of air 
and scene to renovate her constitution. And then your 
going with me before the end of May, is apparently out 
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of the question, unless you are disappointed in your 
visitors ; but I should be reluctant to wait till then, if 
the weather would at all permit an earlier departure. 
You say May is a trying month, and so say others. The 
earlier part is often cold enough, I acknowledge, but, ac- 
cording to my experience, we are almost certain of some 
fine warm days in the latter half, when the laburnums 
and lilacs are in bloom ; whereas Jime is often cold, and 
July generally wet. But I have a more serious reason 
than this for my impatience of delay. The doctors say 
that change of air or removal to a better climate would 
hardly ever fail of success in consumptive cases, if the 
remedy were taken in time ; but the reason why there 
are so many disappointments is, that it is generally de- 
ferred till it is too late. Now I would not commit this 
error ; and, to say the truth, though I sufifer much less 
from pain and fever than I did when you were with u^, 
I am decidedly weaker, and very much thinner. My 
cough still troubles me a good deal, especially in the 
night, and^ what seems worse than all, I am subject to 
great shortness of breath on going upstairs or any slight 
exertion. Under these circumstances, I think there is 
no time to be lost. I have no horror of death : if I 
\ thought it inevitable, I think I could quietly resign my- 
self to the prospect, in the hope that you, dear Miss j 

would give as much of your company as you possibly 
could to Charlotte, and be a sister to her in my stead. 
But I wish it would please Grod to spare me, not only 
for Papa's and Charlotte's sakes, but because I long to 
do some good in the world before I leave it. I have 
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many schemes in my head for future practice — ^humble 
and limited indeed — ^but still I should not hke them all 
to come to nothing, and myself to have lived to so little 
purpose. But God's will be done. Bemember me 
respectfully to your mother and sisters, and believe me, 
dear Miss , yours most aiGFectionately, 

"Anne Bkontb." 

It must have been about this time that Anne com- 
posed her last verses, before "the desk was closed, and 
the pen laid aside for ever." 

I. 

" I hoped that with the brave and strong 
My portioned task might lie ; 
To toil amid the busy throng, 
With purpose pure and high. 

n. 

^ But God has fixed another part, 
And He has fixed it well : 
I s^id BO with my bleeding heart, 
When first the anguish fell. 

ni. 
" Thou Gk)d, hast taken our delight, 

Our treasured hope, away ; .« 

Thou bid*st us now weep through the night 
And sorrow through the day. 

IV. 

" These weary hours will not be lost. 
These days of misery, — 
These nights of darkness, anguish-tost, — 
Can I but turn to Thee. 
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y. 

" With secret labour to sustain 
In humble patience every blow ; 
To gather fortitude from pain, 
And hope and holiness from woe. 

VI. 

" Thus let me serve Thee from my heart, 
Whatever may be my written fate ; 
Whether thus early to depart, 
Qr jet a while to wait. j 

vn. 

" If Thou should'st bring me back to life, 

More humbled I should be ; . 

More wise — more strengthened for the strife, 
Iliore apt to lean on Thee. 

vm. 
** Should death be standing at the gate, 
Thus should I keep my vow ; 
But, Lord, whatever be my fate, 
Oh let me serve Thee now ! *' 

I take Charlotte's own words as the best record of her 
thoughts and feelings during all this terrible time. 

" April 12th. 

'* I read Anne's letter to #ou ; it was touching enough, 
as you say. If there were no hope beyond this world, — 
no eternity, — ^no life to come, — Emily's fate, and that 
which threatens Anne, would be heart-breaking. I 
cannot forget Emily's death-day; it becomes a more 
fixed, a darker, a more frequently recurring idea in my 
mind than ever. It was very terrible. She was torn, 
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conscious, panting, reluctant, though resolute, out of a 
happy life. But it mil not do to dwell on these things. 
" I am glad your friends object to your going with 
Anne : it would never do. To speak truth, even if your 
mother and sisters had consented, I never could. It is 
not that there is any laborious attention to pay her ; 
she requires, and will accept, but little nursing; but 
there would be hazard, and anxiety of mind, beyond 
what you ought to be subject to. If, a month or six 
weeks hence, she continues to wish for a change as much 
as she does now, I shall (D. V.) go with her myself. It 
will certainly be my paramount duty ; other cares must 
be made subservient to that. I have consulted Mr. 
T : he does not object, and recommends Scarbo- 
rough, which was Anne's own choice. I trust affairs 
may be so ordered, that you may be able to be with us 
at least part of the time . • . • Whether in lodgings 
or not, I should wish to be boarded. Providing oneself 
is, I think, an insupportable nuisance. I don't like 
keeping provisions in a cupboard, locking up, being 
pillaged, and all that. It is a petty, wearing annoy- 
ance." 

The progress of Anne^s illness was slower than that of 
Emil/s had been ; and she was too unselfish to refuse 
trying means, from which, if she herself had little hope 
of benefit, her friends might hereafter derive a mourn- 
ful satisfaction. 

" I began to flatter myself she was getting strength. 
But the change to frost has told upon her ; she suffers 
more of late. Still her illness has none of the fearful 
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rapid symptoms which appalled in Emily's case. Could 
she only get over the spring, I hope summer may do 
much for her, and then early removal to a warmer loca- 
lity for the winter might, at least, prolong her life. 
Could we only reckon upon another year, I should be 
thankful ; but can we do this for the healthy ? A few 
days ago I wrote to have Dr, Forbes' opinion .... He 
warned us against entertaining sarguine hopes of reco- 
very. The cod-liver oil he considers a peculiarly effica- 
cious medicine* He, too, disapproved of change of resi- 
dence for the present* There is some feeble consolation 
in thinking we are doing the very best that can be done* 
The agony of forced, total neglect, is not now felt, as 
during Emily's illness. Never may we be doomed to 
feel such agony again. It was terrible. I have felt . 
much less of the disagreeable pains in my chest lately, 
and much less also of the soreness and hoarseness. I 
tried an application of hot vinegar, which seemed to do 
good*" 

« May Ist. 

" I was glad to hear that when we go to Scarborough, 
you will be at liberty to go with us, but the journey and 
its consequences still continue a source of great anxiety 
to me ; I must try to put it off two or three weeks 
longer if I can ; perhaps by that time the milder season 
may have given Anne more strength, — ^perhaps it will 
be otherwise ; I cannot tell. The change, to fine weather 
has not proved beneficial to her so far. She has some- 
times been so weak, and suffered so much from pain in 
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the side, durii^ the last few days, that I have not 
known what to think. . « . « She may rally again, and 
be much better, but there must be some improvement 
before I can feel justified in taking her away from home. 
Yet to delay is painful ; for, as is always the case, I 
believe, under her circumstances, she seems herself not 
half conscious of the necessity for such delay. She 
wonders, I believe, why I don't talk more about the 
journey : it grieves me to think she may even be hurt 
by my seeming tardiness. She is very much emaci- 
ated, — hi more than when you were with us ; her arms 
are no thicker than a little child's. The least exertion 
brings a shortness of breath. She goes out a little 

every day, but we creep rather than walk Papa 

continues pretty well ; — I hope I shall be enabled to 
bear up. So fer, I have reason for thankfulness to 
GoA" 

May had come, and brought the milder weather 
longed for ; but Anne was worse for the very change. 
A little later on, it became colder, and she rallied, and 
poor Charlotte began to hope that, if May were once 
over, she might last for a long time. Miss Bronte 
wrote to engage the lodgings at Scarborough, — a place 
which Anne had formerly visited with the family to 
whom she was governess. They took a good-sized 
sitting-room, and an airy double-bedded room (both 
commanding a sea-view), in one of the best situations of 
the town. Money was as nothing in comparison with 
life ; besides, Anne had a small legacy left to her by her 
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godmother, and they felt that she could not better 
employ this than in obtaining what might prolong life, 
if not restore health. On May 16th, Charlotte writes: 
*' It is with a heavy heart I prepare ; and earnestly do 
I wish the fatigue of the journey were weH over. It 
may be borne better than I expect ; for temporary sti- 
mulus often does much ; but when I see the daily 
increasing weakness^^ I know not what to think. I fear 
you will be shocked when you see Anne; but be on 

your guard, dear E ^,.' not to express your feelings; 

indeed, I can trust both your self-possession and your 
kindness. I wish my judgment sanctioned the step of 
going to Scarborough, noore fully than it does. You 
ask how I have arranged about leaving Papa. I could 
make no special arrangement. He wishes me to go with 

Anne, and would not hear of Mr. N 's coming, or 

anything of that kind ; so I do what I believe is for the 
best, and leave the result to Providence." 

They plaimed to rest and spend a night at York; and, 
at Anne's desire, arranged to make some purchases there. 
Charlotte ends the letter to her Mend, in which she 
tells her all this, with — 

"May 23rd. 

" I wish it seemed less like a dreary mociery in us to 
talk of buying bonnets, &c. Anne was very ill yester- 
day. She had difficulty of breathing all day, even when 
sitting perfectly still. To-day she seems better again. 
I long for the moment to come when the experiment of 
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the searair mil be tried. Will it do her good? I 
cannot tell ; I can only wish. Oh I if it would please 
God to strengthen and revive Anne, how happy we 
might be together : His will, however, be done 1 " 

The two sisters left Haworth on Thursday, May 24th, 
They were to have done so the day before, and had 
made an appointment with their friend to meet them at 
the Leeds Station, in order that they might all proceed 
together. But on Wednesday morning Anne was so ill, 
that it was impossible for the sisters to set out ; yet they 
had no means of letting their friend know of this, and 
she consequently arrived at the Leeds station at the 
time specified. There she sate waiting for several hours. 
It struck her as strange at the time — and it almost 
seems ominous to her fancy now — that twice over, from 
two separate arrivals on the line by which she was ex- 
pecting her friends, coffins were carried forth, and placed 
in hearses which were in waiting for their dead, as she was 
waiting for one in four days to become so. 

The next day she could bear suspense no longer, 
and set out for Haworth, reaching there just in time 
to carry the feeble, fainting invalid into the chaise 
which stood at the gate to take them down to Keighley. 
The servant who stood at the Parsonage gates, saw 
Death written on her face, and spoke of it. Charlotte saw 
it and did not speak of it, — ^it would have been giving 
the dread too distinct a form; and if this last darUng 
yearned for the change to Scarborough, go she should, 
however Chariotte's heart might be wrung by impending 

V 2 
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fear. The lady who accompamed them^ Charlotte's 
beloved friend of more than twenty years, has kindly 
written out for me the following account of the journey 
— and of the end, 

« She left her home May 24th, 1849— died May 28th. 
Her life was calm, quiet, spiritual : such was her end. 
Through the trials and fatigues of the journey, she 
evinced the pious courage and fortitude of a martyr. 
Dependence and helplessness were ever with her a far 
sorer trial than hard, racking pain. 

" The first stage of our journey was to York ; and here 
the dear invalid was so revived, so cheerful, and so 
happy, we drew consolation, and trusted that at least 
temporary improvement was to be derived from the 
change which she had so longed for, and her friends had 
so dreaded for her. 

*^By her request we went to the Minster, and to her 
it was an overpowering pleasure ; not for its own impo- 
sing and impressive grandeur only, but because it brought 
to her susceptible nature a vital and overwhelming sense . 
of omnipotence. She said, while gazing at the structure, 
* If finite power can do this, what is the . . . ? ' and 
here emotion stayed her speech, and she was hastened 
to a less exciting scene. 

" Her weakness of body was great, but her gratitude 
for every mercy was greater. After such an exertion as 
walking to her bed-room, she would clasp her hands and 
raise her eyes in silent thanks, and she did this not to 
the exclusion of wonted prayer, for that too was per- 
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formed on bended knee, ere she accepted the rest of her 
couch. 

" On the 25th we arrived at Scarborough ; our dear 
invalid having, during the journey, directed our atten- 
tion to every progfpect worthy of notice, 

" On the 26th she drove on the sands for an hour ; and 
lest the poor donkey should be urged by its driver to a 
greater speed than her tender heart thought right, she 
took the reins, and drove herself. When joined, by her 
friend, she was charging the boy-master of the donkey 
to treat the poor animal welL She was ever fond of 
dumb things, and would give up her own comfort for 
them. 

* 

"On Sunday, the 27th, she wished to go to church, 
and her eye brightened with the thought of once more 
worshipping her God amongst her fellow-creatures. We 
thought it prudent to dissuade her from the attempt, 
though it was evident her heart was longing to join in 
the public act of devotion and praise. 

" She walked a little in the afternoon, and meeting 
with a sheltered and comfortable seat near the beach, 
she begged we would leave her, and enjoy the various 
scenes near at hand, which were new to us but familiar 
to her. She loved the place, and wished us to share 
her preference. 

" The evening closed in with the most glorious sunset 
ever witnessed. The castle on the cliflf stood in proud 
glory gilded by the rays of the declining sun. The 
distant ships glittered like burnished gold;. the little 
boats near the beach heaved on the ebbing tide, inviting 
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occupants. The view was grand beyond defacription. 
Anne was drawn in her easy chair to the window, to 
enjoy the scene with us* Her face became illumined 
almost as much as the glorious scene she gazed upon. ' 
Little was said, for it was plain that her thoughts 
were driven by the imposing view before her to pene- 
trate forwards to the regions of unfading glory. She 
again thought of public worship, and wished tis to 
leave her, and join those who were assembled at the 
House of God. We declined, gently urging the duty 
and pleasure of staying with her, who was now so dear 
and so feeble. On returning to her place near the fire, 
she conversed with her sister upon the propriety of 
returning to their home. She did not wish it for her 
own sake, she said : she was fearing others might suffer 
more if her decease occurred where she was. She 
probably thought the task of accompanying her lifeless 
remains on a long journey was more than her sister 
could bear — more than the bereaved father could bear, 
were she borne home another, and a third tenant of the 
family-vault in the short space of nine months. 

" The night was passed without any apparent accession 
of illness. ' She rose at seven o'clock, and performed 
most of her toilet herself, by her expressed wish. Her 
sister always yielded such points, believing it was the " 
truest kindness not to press inability when it was not 
acknowledged. Nothing occurred to excite alarm till 
about 11 A.M. She then spoke of feeling a change, 
*She believed she had not long to live. Could she 
reach home alive, if we prepared immediately for de- 
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parture ? ' A physician was sent for. Her address to 
him was made with perfect composure. She begged 
him to say ^ How long he thought she might live ; — not 
to fear speaking the truths for she was not afraid to die.' 
The doctor reluctantly admitted that the angel of death 
was already arrived^ and that life was ebbing fast She 
thanked him for his truthfulness^ and he departed to 
€ome again very soon. She still occupied her easy 
chair, looking so serene, so reliant : there was no open- 
ing for grief as yet, though all knew the separation was 
at hand. She clasped her hands, and reverently invoked 
a blessing from on high ; first upon her sister, then upon 
her friend, to whom she said, ^ Be a sister in my stead. 
Give Charlotte as much of your company as you can.' 
She then thanked each for her kindness and attention. 

" Ere long the restlessness of approaching death ap- 
peared, and she was borne to the sofa ; on being asked if 
she were easier, she looked gratefully at her questioner, 
and said, ^ It is not you who can give me ease, but soon 
all will be well, through the merits of our Sedeemer.' 
Shortly after this, seeing that her sister could hardly 
restrain her grief> she said, ^ Take courage, Charlotte ; 
take courage.' Her faith never failed, and hA* eye never 
dimmed till about two o'clock, when she calmly and 
without a sigh passed from the temporal to the eternal. 
So still, and so hallowed were her last hours and 
moments. There was no thought of assistance or of 
dread. The doctor came and went two or three times. 
The hostess knew that death was near, yet so little was 
the house disturbed by the presence of the dying, and 



no LIFE OF CHAKLOTTE BRONTE. . 

the sorrow of those so nearly bereaved, that dinner was 
announced as ready, through the half-opened door, as 
the living sister was closing the eyes of the dead one. 
She could now no more stay the welled-up grief of her 
sister with her emphatic and dying * Take courage,' and 
it burst forth in brief but agonizing strength. Char- 
lotte's aflfection, however, had another channel, and there 
it turned in thought, in care, and in tenderness. There 
was bereavement, but there was not solitude;^sympathy 
was at hand, and it was accepted. With calmness, came 
the consideration of the removal of ihe dear remains to 
their home resting-place. This melancholy task, how- 
ever, was never performed; for the afflicted sister decided 
to lay the flower in the place where it had fallen. She 
believed that to do so would accord with the wishes of 
the departed. She had no preference for place. She 
thought not of the grave, for that is but the body's goal, 
but of all that is beyond it. 

" Her remains rest, ' 

' Where the south sun warms the now dear sod, 
• Where the ocean billows lave and strike the steep and turf- 
covered rock.' " 

Anne died on the Monday. On the Tuesday Char- 
lotte wrote to her father ; but, knowing that his presence 
was required for some annual Church' solemnity at 
Haworth, she informed him that she had made all ne- 
cessary arrangements for the interment, and that the 
funeral would take place so soon, that he could hardly 
arrive in time for it. The surgeon who had visited 
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Anne on the day of her death, offered his attendance, 
but it was respectfully declined. 

Mr. Bronte wrote to urge Charlotte^'s longer stay at the 
sea-side. Her health and spirits were sorely shaken; 
and much as he naturaUylonged to see his only remaining 
child, he felt it right to pelade her to ta^e, with her 
friend, a few more weeks' change of scene, — though even 
that could not bring change of thought. Late in Jui\e 
the friends returned homewards, — parting rather sud- 
denly (it would seem) from each other, when their paths 
diverged. 

"July, 1849. 

^ I intended to have written a line to you to-day, if I 
had not received yours. We did indeed part suddenly ; 
it made my heart ache that we were severed without the 
time to exchange a word ; and yet perhaps it was better. 
I got here a little before eight o'clock. All was clean 
and bright "Waiting for me. Papa and the servants were 
well ; and all received me with an affection which should 
have consoled. The dogs seemed in strange ecstasy. I 
am certain they regarded me as the harbinger of others. 
The dimib creatures thought that as I was returned, 
those who had been so long absent were not far behind. 

" I left Papa soon, and went into the dining-room : I 
shut the door ^— I tried to be glad that I was come home. 
I have always been glad before — except once — even 
then I was cheered. But this time joy was not to be 
the sensation. I felt that the house was all silent — the 
rooms were all empty. I remembered where the three 
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were laid — in what narrow dark dwellings — never more 
to reappear on earth. So the sense of desolation and 
bitterness took possession of me. The agony that was 
to be undergone^ and was not to be avoided^ came on, I 
imderwent it, and passed a dreary evening and night, 
and a mournful morrow; to-day I am better. 

" I do not know how life will pass, but I certainly do 
feel confidence in Him who has upheld me hitherto. 
Solitude may be cheered, and made endurable beyond 
what I can believe. The great trial is when evening 
closes and night approaches. At that hour, we used to 
assemble in the dining-room — we used to talk. Now I 
sit by myself — necessarily I am silent. I cannot help 
thinking of their last days, remembering their sufferings, 
and what they said and did, and how they looked in 
mortal affliction. Perhaps all this will become less 
poignant in time. 

" Let me thank you once more, dear E , for your 

kindness to me, which I do not mean to forget. How 
did you think all looking at your home? Papa 
thought me a little stronger ; he said my eyes were not 
so sunken." 

r 

"July 14th, 1849. 

" I do not much like giving an account of myself. I 
like better to go out of myself, and talk of something 
more cheerful. My cold, wherever I got it, whether at 
Easton or elsewhere, is not vanished yet. It began in 
my head, then I had a sore throat, and then a sore chest, 
with a cough, but only a trifling cough, which I still 
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have at times. The pain between my shoulders likewise 
amazed me much. Say nothing about it^ for I confess 
I am too much disposed to be nervoqs. This nervous- 
ness is a horrid phantom. I dare communicate no 
ailment to Papa ; his anxiety harasses me inexpressibly. 

" My life is what I expected it to be. Sometimes when 
I wake in the mornings and know that Solitude^ Se- 
membrance, and Longing are to be almost my sole 
companions all day through — that at night I shall go 
to bed with them^ that they will long keep me sleepless 
— that next morning I shall wake to them again^ — 
sometimes^ Nell, I have a heavy heart of it. But 
crushed I am not, yet; nor. robbed of elasticity, nor of 
hope, nor quite of endeavour. I have some strength to 
fight the battle of life. I am aware, and can acknowledge, 
I have many comforts, many mercies. Still I can get 
on. But I do hope and pray, that never may you, or 
any one I love, be placed as I am. To sit in a lonely 
room — the clock ticking loud through a still house — 
and have open before the mind's eye the record of the 
last year, with its shocks, sufferings, losses — is a trial. 

" I write to you freely, because I believe you will hear 
me with moderation — that you will not take alarm or 
think me in any way worse off than I am." 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

The tale of " Shirley" had been begun soon after the 
publication of " Jane Eyre," If the reader will refer to 
the account I have given of Miss Bronte's school-days at 
Eoe Head^ he will there see how every place surround- 
ing that house was connected with the Luddite riots, 
and will learn how stories and anecdotes of that time 
were rife among the inhabitants of the neighbouring 
villages ; how Miss Wooler herself, and the elder rela- 
tions of most of her schoolfellows, must have known the 
actors in those grim disturbances. What Charlotte had 
heard there as a girl came up in her mind when, as a 
woman, she sought a subject for her next work ; and she 
sent to Leeds for a file of the *^ Mercuries" of 1812, 
'13, and '14 ; in order to understand the spirit of those 
eventful times. She was anxious to write of things she 
had known and seen ; and atnong the number was the 
West Yorkshire character, for which any tale laid among 
the Luddites would aflford full scope. In " Shirley" she 
took the idea of most of her characters from life, 
although the incidents and situations were, of course, 
fictitious. She thought that if these last were purely 
imaginary, she might draw from the real without de- 
tection, but in this she was mistaken ; her studies were 
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too closely accurate. This occasionally led her into 
diiBSculties. People recognised themselves, or were re- 
cognised by others, in her graphic descriptions of their 
personal appearance, and modes of action and turns of 
thought ; though they were placed in new positions, and 
figured away in scenes far different to those in which 
their actual life had been passed. Miss Bronte wa£ 
struck by the force or peculiarity of the character of 
some one whom she knew ; she studied it, and analysed 
it with subtle power ; and having traced it to its germ, 
she took that germ as the nucleus of an imaginary cha- 
racter, and worked outwards ; — thus reversing the pro- 
cess of analysation, and imconsciously reproducing the 
same external development. The " three curates " were 
real living men, haunting Haworth and the neighbouring 
district ; and so obtuse in perception that, after the first 
burst of anger at having their ways and habits chronicled 
was over, they rather enjoyed the joke of calling each 
other by the names she had given them. " Mrs. Pryor " 
was well known to many who loved the original dearly. 
The whole family of the Yorkes were, I have been 
assured, almost daguerreotypes. Indeed, Miss Bronte 
told me that, before pul>lication, she had sent those 
parts of the novel in which these remarkable persons 
are introduced, to one of the sons ; and his reply, after 
reading it, was simply that " she had not drawn them 
strong enough." From those many-sided sons, I suspect, 
she drew all that there was of truth in the characters of 
the heroes in her first two works. They, indeed, were 
almost the only young men she knew intimately, besides 
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her brother. There was much friendship, and still 
more confidence between the Bronte fisttnily and them, 
— although their intercourse was often broken and irre- 
gular. There was never any warmer feeling on either 
side. 

The character of Shirley herself, is Charlotte's repre- 
sentation of Emily. I mention this, because all that I, 
a stranger, have been able to learn about her has not 
tended to give either me, or toy readers, a pleasant im- 
pression of her. But we must remember how little we 
are axxjuainied with her, compared to that sister, who, 
out of her more intimate knowledge, says that she " was 
genuinely good, and truly great," and who tried to de- 
pict her character in Shirley Keeldar, as what Emily 
Bronte would have been, had she been placed in health 
and prosperity. 

Miss Bronte took extreme pains with " Shirley." She 
felt that the faine she had acquired imposed upon her a 
double responsibility. She tried to make her novel like' 
a piece of actual life, — feeling sure that, if she but 
represented the product of personal experience and ob- 
servation truly, good would come out of it in the long 
run. She carefully studied the diflferent reviews and 
criticisms that had appeared on *^ Jane Eyre," in hopes 
of extracting precepts and advice from which to profit. 

Down into the very midst of her writing came the 
bolts of death. She had nearly finished the second 
volume of her tale when Branwell died, — after him 
Emily, — after her Anne; — ^the pen, laid down when 
there were three sisters living and loving, was taken up 
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when one alone remained. Well might she call the first 
chapter that she wrote after this, *^ The Valley of the 
Shadow of Death." 

I knew in part what the unknown author of ** Shirley" 
must have suflFered, when I read those pathetic words 
which occur at the end of this and the beginning of the 
succeeding chapter : — 

" Till break of day, she wrestled with God in earnest 
prayer. 

*^Not always do those who dare such divine conflict 
prevail. Night after night the sweat of agony may burst 
dark on the forehead ; the supplicant may cry for mercy 
with that soundless voice the soul utters when its appeal 
is to the Invisible. * Spare my beloved,' it may implore. 
* Heal my life's life. Eend not from me what long af- 
fection entwines with my whole nature. God of Heaven 
— ^bend — hear — ^be clement ! ' And after this ciy and 
strife,^ the sun may rise and see him worsted. That 
opening mom, which used to salute him with the whis- 
pers of zephyrs, the carol of skylarks, may breathe, as 
its first accents, from the dear lips which colour and 
heat have quitted, — * Oh I I have had a suflfering night. 
This morning I am worse. I have tried to rise. I can- 
not. Dreams I am unused to have troubled me.' 

"Then the watcher approaches the patient's pillow, and 
sees a new and strange moulding of the familiar features, 
feels at once that the insufferable moment draws nigh, 
knows that it is God's will his idol should be broken, 
and bends his head, and subdues his soul to the sentence 
he cannot avert, and scarce can bear. .... 
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"No piteous, unconscious moaning sound — which so 
wastes our strength that, even if we have sworn to be 
firm, a rush of unconquerable tears sweeps away the 
oath — preceded her waking. No space of deaf apathy 
followed. The first words spoken were not those of one 
becoming estranged from this world, and abeady per- 
mitted to stray at times into realms foreign to the 
living." 

She went on with her work steadily. But it was 
dreary to write without any one to listen to the progress 
of her tale, — ^to find feult or to sympathise, — ^while pacing 
the length of the parlour in the evenings, as in the days 
that were.no more. Three sisters had done this, — then 
two, the other sister dropping oflF from the walk, — and 
now one was left desolate, to listen for echoing steps 
that never came, — and to hear the wind sobbing at the 
windows, with an almost articulate isound. 

But she wrote on, struggling against her own feelings 
of illness ; " continually recurring feelings of slight cold ; 
slight soreness in the throat and chest, of which, do 
what I will," she writes, " I cannot get rid." 

In August there arose a new cause for anxiety, happily 
but temporary. 

" Aug. 23rd, 1849. 

^^ Papa has not been well at all lately. He has had 
another attack of bronchitis. I felt very imeasy about 
him for some days — more wretched indeed than I care 
to tell you. After what ha£ happened, one trembles 
at any appearance of sickness ; and when anything ails 
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Papa, I feel too keenly that he is the last — the only near 
and dear relative I have in the world. Yesterday and 
to-day he has seemed much better, for which I am truly 
thankful. ...... 

" From what you say of Mr. , I think I should 

like him very much. wants shaking to be put out 

about his appearance. What does it matter whether 
her husband dines in a dress-coat or a market-coat, pro- 
vided there be worth, and honesty, and a clean shirt 
underneath ? ^ 

" Sept. lOth, 1849. 

" My piece of work is at last finished, and despatched 
to its destination. You must now tell me when there 
is a chance of your being able to come here. I fear it 
will now be difficult to arrange, as it is so near the 
marriage-day. Note well, it would spoil all my pleasure, 
if you put yourself or any one else to inconvenience to 
come to Haworth. But when it is convenient^ I shall be 
truly glad to see you. . . . Papa, I am thankful to 
say, is better, though not strong. He is often troubled 
with a sensation of nausea. My cold is very much less 
troublesome, I am sometimes quite free from it. A few 
days since, I had a severe bilious attack, the consequence 
of sitting too closely to my writing; but it is gone now. 
It is the first from which I have suffered since my return 
from the sea-side. I had them every month before." 

" Sept. 13th, 1849. 

" If duty and the well-being of others require that you 
should stay at home, I cannot permit myself to complain, 
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still, I am very, very sorry that circumstances will not 
permit us to meet just now. I would without hesitation 

come to , if Papa were stronger ; but uncertain as 

are both his health and spirits, I could not possibly 
prevail on myself to leave him now. Let us hope that 
when we do see each other, our meeting will be all the 

more' pleasurable for being delayed. Dear E y you 

certainly have a heavy burden laid on yoiu- shoulders, 
but such burdens, if well borne, benefit the character ; 
only we must take the greatest^ closest, most watchful 
care not to grow proud of our strength, in case we 
should be enabled to bear up under the trial. That 
pride, indeed, would be sign of radical weakness. The 
strength, if strength we have, is certainly never in our- 
own selves ; it is given us." 



TO W. S. WILLLLMS, ESQ. 

" Sept. 2l8t, 1849. 

" My dear Sir, — I am obliged to you for preserving 
my secret, being at least as anxious as ever (more anxious 
I cannot well be) to keep quiet. You asked me in one 
of your letters lately, whether I thought I should escape 
identification in Yorkshire. I am so little known, that 
I think I shall. Besides, the book is far less founded on 
the Eeal, than perhaps appears. It would be difficult 
to explain to you how little actual experience I have had 
of life, how few persons I have known, and how very few 
have known me. 

"As an instance how the characters have beeji 
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managed^ take that of Mr. Helstone. If this character 
had an original, it was in the person of a clergyman 
who died some years since at the advanced age of eighty. 
I never saw him except once — at the consecration of a 
church — when I was a child of ten years old. I was 
then struck with his appearance, and stem, martial air. 
At a subsequent period, I heard him talked about in 
the neighbourhood where he had resided : some men- 
tion him with enthusiasm — others with detestation. I 
listened to various anecdotes, balanced evidence against 
evidence, and drew an inference. The original of Mr. 
Hall I have seen ; he knows me slightly ; but he would 
as soon think I had closely observed him or taken him 
for a character — he woidd a£ soon, indeed, suspect me 
of writing a book — a novel — as he would his dog. 
Prince. Margaret Hall called * Jane Eyre ' a ' wicked 
book,' on the authority of the * Quarterly ; ' an expres- 
sion which, coming from her, I will here confess, struck 
somewhat deep. It opened my eyes to the harm the 
* Quarterly ' had done. Margaret would not have called 
it ^ wicked,' if she had not been told so. 

"No matter, — whether known or unknown — mis- 
judged, or the contrary, — I am resolved not to write 
otherwise. I shall bend as my powers tend. The two 
human beings who understood me, and whom I under- 
stood, are gone: I have some that love me yet, and 
whom I love, without expecting, or having a right to 
expect, that they shall perfectly understand me. I am 
satisfied ; but I must have my own way in the matter of 
writing. The loss of what we possess nearest and dearest 

VOL. n. Gt 
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to US in this world, produces an effect upon the cha- 
racter : we search out what we have yet left that can 
support^ and^ when found, we cling to it with a hold of 
new-strung tenacity. The faculty of imagination lifted 
me when I wajs sinking, three months ago; its active 
exercise has kept my head above water since : its results 
cheer me now, for I feel they have enabled me to give 
pleasure to others. I am thankful to God, who gave 
me the facility; and it is for me a part of my religion 
to defend this gift, and to profit by its possession. — 
Yours sincerely, 

*^CHLiRLOTTB BrONTB." 

At the time when this letter was written, both Tabby 
and the young servant whom they had to assist her 
were ill in bed ; and, with the exception of occasional 
aid, M&s Bronte had all the household work to perform, 
as well as to nurse the two invalids. 

The serious illness of the younger servant was at its 
height, when a cry from Tabby called Miss Bronte into 
the kitchen, and she found the poor old woman of 
eighty laid on the floor, with her head under the 
kitchen-grate ; she had fallen from her chair in attempt- 
ing to rise. When I saw her, two years later, she de- 
scribed to me the tender care which Charlotte had 
taken of her at this time ; and wound up her accoimt of 
" how her own mother coidd not have had more thought 
for her nor Miss Bronte had," by saying, ^^ Eh 1 she 's a 
good one — she is I " 
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But there was one day when the strung nerves gave 
way — when, as she says, "I fairly broke down for 
ten minutes; sat and cried like a fool. Tabby could 
neither stand nor walk. Papa had just been declaring 
that Martha was in imminent danger. I was myself 
depressed . with headache and sickness. That day I 
hardly knew what to do, or where to turn. Thank 
Crod 1 Martha is now convalescent : Tabby, I trust, will 
be better soon. Papa is pretty well. I have the satis- 
faction of knowing that my publishers are delighted 
with what I sent them. This supports me. But life is 
a battle. May we all be enabled to fight it well I" 

The kind firiend, to whom she thus wrote, saw how 
the poor over-tiaxed system needed bracing, and accord- 
ingly sent her a shower-bath — a thing for which she 
had long been wishing. The receipt of it was acknow- 
ledged as follows : — 



" Sept. 28th, 1849. 

"... Martha is now almost well, and Tabby much 
better. A huge monster-package, from * Nelson, Leeds,* 
came yesterday. You want chastising roundly and 
soimdly. Such are the thanks you get for all your 
trouble. . . . Whenever you come to Haworth, you 
shaU certainly have a thorough drenching in your own 
shower-bath. I have not yet unpacked the wretch. — 
** Yours, as you deserve, 

" C. B." 
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There was misfortune of another kind impending over 
her. There were some railway shares, which, so early 
as 1846, she had told Miss Wooler she wished to sell, 
but had kept because she could not persuade her sisters 
to look upon the affair as she did, and so preferred 
running the risk of loss, to hurting Emily's feelings by 
acting in opposition to her opinion. The depreciation of 
these same shares was now verifying Charlotte*s soimd- 
ness of judgment. They were in the York and North- 
Midland Company, which was one of Mr. Hudson's pet 
lines, and had the full benefit of his peculiar system of 
management. She applied to her friend and publisher, 
Mr.. Smith, for information on the subject; and the fol- 
lowing letter is in answer to his reply : — 



" Oct. 4th, 1849. 

"My dear Sir, — I must not thank you for, but 
acknowledge the receipt of your letter. The business 
is certainly very bad ; worse than I thought, and much 
worse than my father has any idea of. In fact, the 
little railway property I possessed, according to original 
prices, formed already a smaU competency for me, with 
my views and habits. Now, scarcely any portion of it 
can, with security, be calculated upon. I must open this 
view of the case to my father by degrees ; and, mean- 
while, wait patiently till I see how affairs are likely 

to turn However the matter may terminate, 

I ought perhaps to be rather thankful than dissatisfied. 
When I look at my own case, and compare it with that 
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of thousands besides, I scarcely see room for a murmur. 
Many, very many, are by the late strange' railway system 
deprived ahnost of their daily bread. Such then as have 
only lost provision laid up for the future, should take 
care how they complain. The thought that * Shirley 
has given pleasure at Comhill, yields me much quiet 
comfort. No doubt, however, you are, as I am, prepared 
for critical severity; but I have good hopes that the 
vessel is sufficiently sound of construction to weather a 
gale or two, and to make a prosperous voyage for you 
in the end." 

Towards the close of October in this year, she went 
to pay a visit to her friend ; but her enjoyment in the 
holiday, which she had so long promised herself when 
her work was completed, was deadened by a continual 
feeling of ill-health ; either the change of air or the 
foggy weather produced constant irritation at the chest. 
Moreover, she was anxious about the impression which 
her second work would produce on the public mind. 
For obvious reasons, an author is more susceptible to 
opinions pronounced on the book which follows a great 
success, than he has ever been before. Whatever be the 
value of fame, he has it in his possession, and is not 
willing to have it dimmed or lost. 

" Shirley" was published on October 26th. 

When it came out, but before reading it, Mr. Lewes 
wrote to tell her of his intention of reviewing it in the 
** Edinburgh." Her correspondence with him had ceased 
for some time : much had occurred since* 



126 LIFE OF CHAKLOTTE BRONTE. 



(( 



TO 0. H. LEWES, ESQ. 

"Nov. Ist, 1849. 

My dear Sir, — It is about a year and a half since you 
wrote to me ; but it seems a longer period, because since 
then it has been my lot to pass some black milestones 
in the journey of life. Since then there have been in- 
tervals when I have ceased to care about literature and 
critics and fame ; when I have lost sight of whatever 
was prominent in my thoughts at the first publication 
of ^ Jane Eyre;' but now I want these things to come 
back vividly, if possible : consequently, it was a pleasure 
to receive your note. I wish you did not think me a 
woman. I wish all reviewers believed * Currer Bell ' to 
be a man ; they would be more just to him. You will, 
I know, keep measuring me by some standard of what 
you deem becoming to my sex.; where I am not what 
you consider graceful, you will condemn me. All mouths 
will be open against that first chapter; and that first 
chapter is true as the Bible, nor is it exceptionable. 
Come what will, I cannot, when I write, think always of 
myself and of what is elegant and charming in feminity ; 
it is not on those terms, or with such ideas, I ever took 
pen in hand : and if it is only on such terms my writing 
will be tolerated, I shall pass away from the public and 
trouble it no more. Out of obscurity I came, to obscu- 
rity I can easily return. Standing afar oflf, I now watch 
to see what will become of * Shirley.' My expectations 
are very low, and my anticipations somewhat sad and 



LETTBB TO MB. LEWES ON "SHIRLET." 127 

bitter; still, I earnestly conjure you to say honestly 
what you think; flattery would be worse than vain; there 
is no consolation in flattery. As for condemnaticai I 
cannot, on reflection, see why I should much fear it ; 
there is no one but myself to suffer therefrom, and both 
happiness and suffering in this life soon pass away. 
Wishing you all success in your Scottish expedition, — 
I am, dear Sir, yours sincerely, 

« a BeUm" 

Miss Bronte, as we have seen, had been as anions as 
ever to preserve her incognito in " Shirley.'^ She even 
fancied that there were fewer traces of a female pen in 
it than in "Jane Eyre;" and thus, when the earliest 
reviews were published, and asserted that the mysterious 
writer must be a woman, she was much disappointed. 
She especially disliked the lowering of the standard by 
which to judge a work of fiction, if it proceeded from a 
feminine pen; and' praise mingled with pseudo-gallant 
allusions to her sex, mortified her £ax more than actual 
blame. 

But the secret, so jealously preserved, was oozing out 
at last. The publication of "Shirley" seemed to fix 
the conviction that the writer was an inhabitant of the 
district where the story was laid. And a clever Haworth 
man, who had somewhat risen in the world, and gone to 
settle in Liverpool, read the novel, and was struck with 
some of the names of places mentioned, and knew the 
dialect in which parts of it were written. He became 
convinced that it was the production of some one in 
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Haworth. But he could not imagine who in that village 
could have written such a work except Miss Bronte. 
Proud of his conjecture, he divulged the suspicion 
(which was almost certainty) in the columns of a Liver- 
pool paper ; thus the heart of the mystery came slowly 
creeping out ; and a visit to London, which Miss Bronte 
paid towards the end of the year 1849, made it distinctly 
known. She had been all along on most happy terms 
with her publishers ; and their kindness had beguiled 
some of those weary, solitary hours which had so often 
occurred of late, by sending for her perusal boxes of 
books more suited to her tastes than any she could pro- 
cure from the circulating library at Keighley. She 
often writes such sentences as the following, in her 
letters to Comhill : — 

"I was indeed very much interested in the books 
you sent. *Eckermann's Conversations with Croethe,' 
* Gruesses at Truth,' ^ Friends in Council,' and the little 
work on English social life, pleased me particularly, and 
the last not least. We sometimes take a partiality to 
books as to characters, not on accoimt of iany brilliant 
intellect or striking peculiarity they boast, but for the 
sake of something good, delicate, and genuine. I thought 
that small book the production of a lady, and an amiable, 
sensible woman, and I liked it. You must not think of 
selecting any more works for me yet ; my stock is still 
far from exhausted. 

" I accept your offer respecting the * Athenaeum ;' it 
is a paper I should like much to see, providing that you 
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can send it without trouble. It shall be punctually 
returned." 

In a letter to her friend she complains of the feelings 
of illness from which she was seldom or never free, 

"Nov. 16th, 1849. 
"You are not to suppose any of the characters in 
* Shirley ' intended as literal portraits. It would not 
suit the rules of art, nor of my own feelings, to write in 
that style. We only suffer reality to suggest^ never to 
dictate. The heroines are abstractions, and the heroes 
also. Qualities I have seen, loved, and admired, are 
here and there put in as decorative gems, to be preserved 
in that setting. Since you say you could recognise the 
originals of all except the heroines, pray whom did you 
suppose the two Moores to represent ? I send you a 
couple4)f reviews; the one is in the * Examiner,' written 
by Albany Fonblanque, who is called the most brilliant 
political writer of the day, a man whose dictum is much 
thought of in London. The other, in the * Standard of 
Freedom,' is written by William Howitt, a Quaker ! . . . 
I should be pretty well, if it were not for headaches and 
indigestion. My chest has been better lately." 

In consequence of this long-protracted state of lan- 
guor, headache, and sickness, to which the slightest 
exposure to cold added sensations of hoarseness and 
soreness at the chest, she determined to take the evil in 
time, as much for her father's sake as for her own, and 

o 2 
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to go up to London and consult some physician there. 
It was not her first intention to visit anywhere ; but the 
friendly urgency of her publishers prevailed, and it was 
decided that she was to become the guest of Mr. Smith. 
Before she went, she wrote two characteristic letters 
about " Shirley," from which I shall take a few extracts. 

*** Shirley ' makes her way. The reviews shower in 
fast. . • • The best critique which has yet appeared is 
in the ' Bevue des deux Mondes,' a sort of European 
Cosmopolitan periodical, whose head-quarters are at 
Paris. Comparatively few reviewers, even in their 
praise, evince a just comprehention of the author's 
meaning. Eugene Forsarde, the reviewer in question, 
follows Currer Bell through every winding, discerns 
every point, discriminates every shade, proves himself 
master of the subject, and lord of the aim. With that 
man I would shake hands, if I saw him. I would say, 
* You know me. Monsieur ; I shall deem it an honour 
to know you.' I could not say so much of the mass of 
the London critic& Perhaps I could not say so much 
to five hundred men and women in all the millions of 
Great Britain. That matters little. My own conscience 
I satisfy first ; and having done that, if I further content 
and delight a Forsarde, a Fonblanque, and a Thackeray, 
my ambition has had its ration ; it is fed ; it lies down 
for the present satisfied ; my faculties have wrought a 
day's task, and earned a day's wages. I am no teacher ; 
to look on me in that light is to mistake me. To teach 
is not my vocation. What I am, it is useless to say. 



THE BEVIBWS OP " SHIBLBT." 131 

Those whom it conoenous feel and find it out. To all 
others I wish only to be an obscure, steady-going, private 

character. To you, dear E , I wish to be a sincere 

friend. Give me your faithful regard ; I willingly dis- 
pense with admiration." 

"Nov. 26tli. 

** It is like you to pronounce the reviews not good 
enough, and belongs to that part of your character 
which will not permit you to bestow unqualified ap- 
probation on any dress, decoration, &c., belonging to 
you. Know that the reviews are superb ; and were I 
dissatisfied with them, I should be a conceited ape. 
Nothing higher is ever said, from perfectly disinterested 
motives, of any living authors. If all be well, I go to 
London this week; Wednesday, I think. The dress- 
maker has done my small matters pretty well, but I 
wish you could have looked them over, and given a dic- 
tum. I insisted on the dresses being made quite plainly." 

At the end of November she went up to the " big 
Babylon," and was immediately plunged into what ap- 
peared to her a whirl; for changes, and scenes, and 
stimulus which would have been a trifle to others, were 
much to her. As was always the case with strangers, 
she was a little afraid at first, of the family into which 
she was now received, fancying that the ladies looked 
on her with a mixture of respect and alarm; but in 
a few days, if this state of feeling ever existed, her 
simple, shy, quiet manners, her dainty personal and 
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household ways, had quite done away with it, and she 
says that she thinks they begin to like her, and that 
she likes them much, for " kindness is a potent heart- 
winner." She had stipulated that she should not be 
expected to see many people. The recluse life she 
had led, was the cause of a nervous shrinking from 
meeting any fresh face, which lasted all her life long. 
Still, she longed to have an idea of the personal appear- 
ance and manners of some of those whose writings or 
letters had interested her. Mr. Thackeray was accord- 
ingly invited to meet her, but it so happened that she 
had been out for the greater part of the morning, and, 
in consequence, missed the luncheon hour at her friend's 
house. This brought on a severe and depressing head- 
ache in one accustomed to the early, regular hours of a 
Yorkshire Parsonage ; besides, the excitement of meet- 
ing, hearing, and sitting next a man to whom she looked 
up with such admiration as she did to the author of 
" Vanity Fair," was of itself overpowering to her frail 
nerves. She.writes about this dinner as follows : — 

"Dec. lOth, 1849. 

" As to being happy, I am under scenes and circum- 
stances of excitement; but J suffer acute pain some- 
times, — mental pain, I mean. At the moment Mr. 
Thackeray presented himself, I was thoroughly faint 
from inanition, having eaten nothing since a very slight 
breakfast, and it was then seven o'clock in the evening. 
Excitement and exhaustion made savage work of me 
that evening. What he thought of me I cannot tell." 
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She told me how difficult she found it, this first time 
of meeting Mr. Thackeray, to decide whether he was 
speaking in jest or in earnest, and that she had (she 
believed) completely misunderstood an inquiry of his, 
made on the gentlemen's coming into the drawing-room. 
He asked her " if she had perceived the secret of their 
cigars ;" to which she replied literally, discovering in a 
minute afterwards, by the smile on several faces, that he 
was aUuding to a passage in " Jane Eyre." Her hosts 
took pleasure in showing her the sights of London. On 
one of the days which had been set apart for some of 
these pleasant excursions, a severe review of " Shirley " 
was published in the " Times." She had heard that her 
book would be noticed by it, and guessed that there was 
some particular reason for the care with which her hosts 
mislaid it on that particular morning. She told them 
that she was aware why she might not see the paper. 
Mrs. Smith at once admitted that her conjecture was 
right, and said that they had wished her to go to the 
day's engagement before reading it. But she quietly 
persisted in her request to be allowed to have the 
paper. Mrs. Smith took her work, and tried not to 
observe the countenance, which the other tried to hide 
between the large sheets; but she could not help 
becoming aware of teltrs stealing down the face and 
dropping on the lap. The first remark Miss Bronte 
made was to express her fear lest so severe a notice 
should check the sale of the book, and injuriously 
affect her publishers. Wounded as she was, her first 
thought was for others. Later on (I think that very 
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afternoon) Mr. Thackeray called; she suspected (she 
said) that he came to see how she bore the attack on 
*^ Shirley ;" but she had recovered her composure, and 
conversed very quietly with him : he only learnt from 
the answer to his direct inquiry that she had read the 
" Times' " article. She acquiesced in the recognition of 
herself as the authoress of ^' Jane Eyre," because she 
perceived that there were some advantages to be de- 
rived from dropping her pseudonym. One result was 
an acquaintance with Miss Martineau. She had sent 
her the novel just published, with a curious note, in 
which Currer Bell offered a copy of ** Shirley" to Miss 
Martineau, as an acknowledgment of the gratification 
he had received from her works. From " Deerbrook " 
he had derived a new and keen pleasure, and experienced 
a genuine benefit. In ku mind " Deerbrook," &c* 

Miss Martineau, in acknowledging this note and the 
copy of ** Shirley," dated her letter from a friend's 
house in the neighbourhood of Mr. Smith's residence ; 
and when, a week or two afterwards. Miss Bronte found 
how near she was to her correspondent, she wrote, in 
the name of Currer Bell, to propose a visit to her. Six 
o'clock, on a certain Sunday afternoon (Dec. 10th), was 
the time appointed. Miss Martineau's friends had in- 
vited the unknown Currer Bell to their early tea; they 
were ignorant whether the name was that of a man or 
a woman ; and had had various conjectures as to sex, 
age, and appearance. Miss Martineau had, indeed, 
expressed her private opinion pretty distinctly by be- 
ginning h^ reply, to the professedly masculine note 
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referred to above, with " Dear Madam ;" but she had 
addressed it to *^ Currer Bell, Esq." At every ring the 
eyes of the party turned towards the door. Some 
stranger (a gentleman, I think) came in ; for an instant 
they fancied he was Currer Bell, and indeed an Esq. ; 
he stayed some time — ^went away. Another ring ; *^Miss 
Bronte '* was announced ; and in came a young-looking 
lady, almost child-like in stature, " in a deep mourning 
dress, neat as a Quaker's, with her beautiful hair smooth 
and brown, her fine eyes blazing with meaning, and her 
sensible face indicating a habit of self-control." She 
came, — hesitated one moment at finding four or five 
people assembled, — then went straight to Miss Mar- 
tineau with intuitive recognition, and, with the free- 
masonry of good feeling and gentle breeding, she soon 
became as one of the family seated round the tea-table ; 
and, before she left, she told them, in a simple, touching 
manner, of her sorrow and isolation, and a foundation 
was laid for her intimacy with Miss Martineau. 

After some discussion on the subject, and a stipula- 
tion that she should not be specially introduced to any 
one, some gentlemen were invited by Mr. Smith to meet 
her at dinner the evening before she left town. Her 
natural place would have been at the bottom of the 
table by her host ; and the places of those who were to 
be her neighbours were arranged accordingly ; but, on 
entering the dining-room, she quickly passed up so as 
to sit next to the lady of the house, anxious to shelter 
herself near some one of her own sex. This slight 
action arose out of the same womanly seeking after 
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protection on every occasion, when there was no moral 
duty involved in asserting her independence, that made 

her about this time write as follows : " Mrs. watches 

me very narrowly when surrounded by strangers. She 
never takes her eye from me. I like the surveillance ; 
it seems to keep guard over me." 

Respecting this particular dinner-party she thus wrote 
to the Brussels schoolfellow of former days, whose 
friendship had been renewed during her present visit to 
London : — 

*^ The evening after I left you passed better than I 
expected. Thanks to my substantial lunch and cheer- 
ing cup of coffee, I was ^ble to wait the eight o'clock 
dinner with complete resignation, and to endure its 
length quite courageously, nor was I too much exhausted 
to converse; and of this I was glad, for otherwise I 
know my kind host and hostess would have been much 
disappointed. There were only seven gentlemen at dinner 
besides Mr. Smith, but of these five were critics — men 
more dreaded in the world of letters than you can con- 
ceive. I did not know how much their presence and 
conversation had excited me till they were gone, and 
the reaction commenced. When I had retired for the 
night, I wished to sleep — the effort to do so was vain. 
I could not close my eyes. Night passed ; morning came, 
and I rose without having known a moment's slumber. 
So utterly worn out was I when I got to Derby, that I 
was again obliged to stdy there all night." 
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" Dec. 17th. 

*^ Here I am at Haworth once more. I feel as if I 
had come out of an exciting whirl. Not that the hurry 
and stimulus would have seemed much to one accus- 
tomed to society and change, but to me they were very 
marked. My strength and spirits too often proved 
quite insufficient to the demand on their exertions. 
I used to bear up as long as I possibly could, for, when 
I flagged, I could see Mr. Smith became disturbed ; he 
always thought that sotnething had been said or done 
to annoy me — which never once happened, for I met 
with perfect good breeding even from antagonists — 
men who had done their best or worst to write me down. 
I explained to him, over and over again, that my occa- 
sional silence was only failure of the power to talk, 
never of the will 

" Thackeray is a Titan of mind. His presence and 
powers impress one deeply in an intellectual sense ; I 
do not see him or know him as a man. All the others 
are subordinate. I have esteem for some, and, I trust, 
courtesy for all. I do not, of course, know what they 
thought of me, but I believe most of them expected me 
to come out in a more marked, eccentric, striking light. 
I believe they desired more to admire and more to 
blame. I felt sufficiently at my ease with all but 
Thackeray ; with him I was fearfully stupid.** 

She returned to her quiet home, and her noiseless 
daily duties. Her father had quite enough of the spirit 
of hero-worship in him to make him take a vivid plea- 
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sure in the accounts of what she had heard and whom 
she had seen. It was on the occasion of one of her 
visits to London that he had desired her to obtain a 
sight of Prince Albert's armoury, if possible. I am not 
aware whether she managed to do this ; but she went to 
one or two of the great national armouries in order that 
she might describe the stem steel harness and glittering 
swords to her father, whose imagination was forcibly 
struck by the idea of such things; and often afterwards, 
when his spirits flagged and the languor of old age for 
a time got the better of his indomitable nature, she 
would again strike on the measure wild, and speak about 
the armies of strange weapons due had seen in London, 
till he resumed his interest in the old subject, and was 
his own keen, warlike^ intelligent self again* 
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CHAPTER V. 

Her life at Haworth was so unvaried tliat the postman's 
call was the event of her day. Yet she dreaded the 
great temptation of centring all her thoughts upon this 
one time, and losing her interest in the smaller hopes 
and employments of the remaining hours. Thus she 
conscientiously denied herself the pleasure of writing 
letters too frequently, because the answers (when she 
received them) took the flavour out of the rest of her 
life ; or the disappointment, when the replies did not 
arrive, lessened her energy for her home duties. 

Th^ winter of this yeS in the north wa. hard a.d 
cold; it affected Miss Bronte's health less than usual, 
however, probably because the change and the medical 
advice she had taken in London had done her good ; 
probably, also, because her friend had come to pay her 
a visit, and enforced that attention to bodily symptoms 
which Miss Bronte was too apt to neglect, from a fear 
of becoming nervous herself about her own state, and 
thus infecting her father. But she could scarcely help 
feeling much depressed in spirits as the anniversary of 
her sister Emily's death came round ; all the recollec- 
tions connected with it were painful, yet there were no 
outward events to call oflf her attention, and prevent them 
from pressing hard upon her. At this time, as at many 
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others, I find her alluding in her letters to the solace 
which she found in the books sent her from Comhill. 

" What, I sometimes ask, could I do without them ? 
I have recourse to them as to friends ; they shorten and 
cheer many an hour that would be too long and too 
desolate otherwise; even when my tired sight will not 
permit me to continue reading, it is pleasant to see 
them on the shelf, or on the table. I am still very 
rich, for my stock is far from exhausted. Some other 
friends have sent me books lately. The perusal of 
Harriet Martineau's * Eastern Life' has afforded me 
gre^t pleasure; and I have found a deep and interesting 
subject of study in Newman's work on the "Soul." 
Have you read this work? It is daring, — it may be 
mistaken, — but it is pure and elevated. Froude's 
* Nemesis of Faith ' I did not like ; I thought it morbid ; 
yet in its pages, too, are found sprinklings of truth." 

By this time, ** Airedale, Wharfedale, Calderdale, and 
Eibblesdale " all knew the place of residence of Currer 
BelL She compared herself to the ostrich hiding its 
head in the sand ; and says that she still buries hers in 
the heath of Haworth moors; but ^^the concealment is 
but self-delusion." 

Indeed it was. Far and wide in the West Biding had 
spread the intelligence that Currer Bell was no other 
than a daughter of the venerable clergyman of Haworth ; 
the village itself caught up the excitement. 
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Mr. y having finished * Jane Eyre,' is now crying 
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out for the * other book ;' he is to have it next week, . . . 

Mr, R has finished * Shirley ;' he is delighted with it. 

John ^8 wife seriously thought him gone wrong in 

the head, as she heard him giving vent to roars of 
laughter as he sat alone, clapping and stamping on the 
floor. He would read all the scenes about the curates 
aloud to papa." ..." Martha came in yesterday, puff- 
ing and blowing, and much excited. * I 've heard sich 
news!' she began. *What about?' * Please, ma'am, 
you've been and written two books — the grandest books 
that ever was seen. My father has heard it at Halifax, 

and Mr. G T and Mr. Gt and Mr. M at 

Bradford ; and they are going to have a meeting at the 
Mechanics' Institute, and to settle about ordering them.' 
* Hold your tongue, Martha, and be off.' I fell into a 

cold sweat. * Jane Eyre ' will be read by J B ^ by 

Mrs. T y and B . Heaven help, keep, and deliver 

me!" . . . " The Haworth people have been making 
great fools of themselves about * Shirley;' they have 
taken it in an enthusiastic light. When they got the 
volumes at the Mechanics' Institute, all the members 
wanted them. They cast lots for the whole three, and 
whoever got a volume was only allowed to keep it two 
days, and was to be fined a shilling per diem for longer 
detention. It would be mere nonsense and vanity to 
, tell you what they say." 

The tone of these extracts is thoroughly consonant 
with the spirit of Yorkshire and Lancashire people, who 
try as long as they can to conceal their emotions of 
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pleasure under a bantering exterior, almost as if making 
fun of themselves. Miss Bronte was extremely touched 
in the secret places of her warm heart by the way in 
which those who had known her from her childhood 
were proud and glad of her success. All roimd about 
the news had spread; strangers came "from beyond 
Bromley" to see her, as she went quietly and uncon- 
sciously into church ; and the sexton " gained many a 
half-crown" for pointing her out. 

But there were drawbacks to this hearty and kindly 
appreciation which was so much more valuable than 
fame. The January number of the "Edinburgh Ee- 
view " had contained the article on " Shirley," of which 
her correspondent, Mr, Lewes, was the writer. I have 
said that Miss Bronte was especially anxious to be 
criticised as a writer, without relation to her sex as a 
woman. Whether right or wrong, her feeling was 
strong on this point. Now in this review of *^ Shirley," 
the headings of the first two pages ran thus : " Mental 
Equality of the Sexes?" "Female Literature," and 
through the whole article the fact of the author's sex is 
never forgotten. 

A few days after the review appeared, Mr. Lewes 
received the following note, — rather in the style of 
Anne Countess of Pembroke, Dorset, and Montgomery. 

TO O. H. LEWES, ESQ. 

" I can be on my guard against my enemies, but God 
deliver me from my friends 1 

"CURBBR BbLL." 
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In some explanatory notes on her letters to him, with 
which Mr. Lewes has favoured me, he says : — 

*^ Seeing that she was unreasonable because angry, I 
wrote to remonstrate with her on quarrelling with the 
severity or frankness of a review, which certainly was 
dictated by real admiration and real friendship ; even 
under its objections the friend's voice could be heard," 

The following letter is her reply : — 

TO G. H. LEWES, ESQ. 

*^Jftn. 19tli, 1850. 

^ My dear Sir, — I will tell you why I was so hurt 
by that review in the * Edinburgh ' ; not because its 
criticism was keen or its blame sometimes severe ; not 
because its praise was stinted (for, indeed, I think you 
give me quite as much praise as I deserve), but because 
after I had said earnestly that I wished critics would 
judge me as an author, not as a woman, you so roughly 
— I even thought so cruelly — handled the question of 
sex. I dare say you meant no harm, and perhaps you 
will not now be able to understand why I was so grieved 
at what you will probably deem such a trifle ; but grieved 
I was, and indignant too. 

" There was a passage or two which you did quite 
wrong to write. 

" However, I will not bear malice against you for it ; 
I know what your nature is : it is not a bad or unkind 
one, though you would often jar terribly on some feelings 



'X 



144 LIFE OF CHAKLOTTE BRONT^, 

with whose recoil and quiver you could not possibly 
sympathise. I imagine you are both enthusiastic and 
implacable^ as you are at once sagacious and careless ; 
you know much and discover much, but you are in such 
a hurry to tell it all you never give yourself time to 
think how your reckless eloquence may aflfect others ; 
and, what is more, if you knew how it did aflfect them, 
you would not much care. 

"However, I shake hands with you: you have ex- 
*• cellent points ; you can be generous. I still feel angry, 

^ and think I do well to be angry ; but it is the anger one 

experiences for rough play rather than for foul play. . 
— ^I am yours, with a certain respect, and more chagrin, 

" CuKRER Bell." 

As Mr. Lewes says, " the tone of this letter is cavalier." 
But I thank him for having allowed me to publish what 
is so characteristic of one phase of Miss Bronte's mind. 
Her health, too, was suffering at this time. " I don't 
know what heaviness of spirit has beset me of late," (she 
writes, in pathetic words, wrung out of the sadness of 
her heart,) " made my faculties dull, made rest weariness, 
and occupation burdensome. Now and then, the silence 
of the house, the solitude of the room, has pressed on 
me with a weight I found it difl&cult to bear, and re- 
collection has not failed to be as alert, poignant, 
obtrusive, as other feelings were languid. I attribute 
this state of things partly to the weather. Quicksilver 
invariably falls low in storms and high winds, and I have 
ere this been warned of approaching disturbance in the 



HEAVY MENTAL SADNESS. 145 

atmosphere by a sense of bodily weakness, and deep, 
heavy mental sadness, such as some would call pre- 
5ewftmen^,-^presentiment indeed it is, but not at all 

supernatural I cannot help feeling something of 

the excitement of expectation till the post hour comes, 
and when, day after day, it brings nothing, I get low. 
This is a stupid, disgraceftd, unmeaning state of things. 
I feel bitterly vexed at my own dependence and folly ; 
but it is so bad for the mind to be quite alone, and to 
have none with whom to talk over little crosses and 
disappointments, and to laugh them away. If I could 
write, I dare say I should be better, but I cannot write 
a line. However (by God's help), I vrill contend against 
this folly. 

** I had rather a foolish letter the other day from . 

Some things in it nettled me, especially an imnecessarily 
earnest assurance that, in spite of all I had done in the 
writing line, I still retained a place in her esteem. My 
answer took strong and high ground at once. I said I 
had been troubled by no doubts on the subject ; that I 
neither did her nor myself the injustice to suppose there 
was anything in what I had written to incur the just 
forfeiture of esteem 

" A few days since, a little incident happened which 
curiously touched me. Papa put into my hands a little 
packet of letters and papers, — ^telling me that they were 
manmia's, and that I might read them. I did read thsm, 
in a frame of mind I cannot describe. The papers were 
yellow with time, all having been written before I was 
bom : it was strange now to peruse, for the first time, 

VOL. IL H 
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the records of a mind whence my own sprang ; and 
most strange, and at once sad and sweet, to find that 
mind of a truly fine, pure, and elevated order. They 
were written to papa before they were married. There 
is a rectitude, a refinement, a constancy, a modesty, a 
sense, a gentleness about them indescribable. I wished 
that she had lived, and that I had known her. . • • All 
through this month of February, I have had a crushing 
time of it. I could not escape from or rise above cer- 
tain most mournful recollections, — the last days, the 
sufferings, the remembered words — most sorrowful to 
me, of those who, Faith assures me, are now happy. 
At evening and bed-time, such thoughts would haunt 
me, bringing a weary heartache." 

The reader may remember the strange prophetic 
vision, which dictated a few words, written on the 
occasion of the death of a pupil of hers in January, 
1840: 

** Wherever I seek for her now in this world, she 
cannot be found; no more than a flower or a leaf which 
withered twenty years ago. A bereavement of this 
kind gives one a glimpse of the feeling those must 
have, who have seen all drop round them — friend after 
friend, and are left to end their pilgrimage alone." 

Even in persons of naturally robust health, and 
with no 

^Eicordarsi di tempo felice 
Nella miseria — ** 
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to wear, with slow dropping but perpetual pain, upon 
their spirits, the nerves and appetite will give way in soli- 
tude. How much more must it have been so with Miss 
Bronte, delicate and frail in constitution, tried by much 
anxiety and sorrow in early life, and now left to face her 
life alone ! Owing to Mr. Bronte's great age, and long- 
formed habits of solitary occupation when in the house, 
his daughter was left to herself for the greater part of 
the day. Ever since his serious attacks of illness, he 
bad dined alone ; a portion of her dinner, regulated by 
strict attention to the diet most suitable for him, being 
taken into his room by herseU*. After dinner she read to 
him for an hour or so, as his sight was too weak to 
allow of his reading long to himself. He was out of 
doors among his parishioners for a good part of ^ach day ; 
often for a longer time than his strength would permit. 
Yet he always liked to go alone, and consequently her 
affectionate care could be no check upon the length of 
his walks to the more distant hamlets which were in 
his cure. He would come back occasionally utterly 
fatigued ; and be obliged to go to bed, questioning him- 
self sadly as to where all his former strength of body 
had gone to. His strength of will was the same as ever. 
That which he resolved to do he did, at whatever cost 
of weariness; but his daughter was all the more anxious 
from seeing him so regardless of himself and his health. 
The hours of retiring for the night had always been 
early in the Parsonage ; now family prayers were at 
eight o'clock ; directly after which Mr. Bronte and old 
Tabby went to bed, and Martha was not long in fol- 
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lowing. But Charlotte could not have slept if she had 
gone, — could not have rested on her desolate couch. 
She stopped up, — it was very tempting, — late and 
later ; striving to beguile the lonely night with some 
employment, till her weak eyes failed to read or to sew, 
and could only weep in solitude over the dead that were 
not No one on earth can even imagine what those 
hours were to her. All the grim superstitions of the 
North bad been implanted in her during her childhood 
by the servants, who believed in them. They recurred 
to her now, — with no shrinking from the spirits of the 
Dead^ but with such an intense longing once more to 
stand face to face with the souls of her sisters^ as no 
one but she could have felt. It seemed as if the very 
strength of her yearning should have compelled them to 
appear. On windy nights, cries, and sobs, and wailings 
seemed to go round the house, as of the dearly-beloved 
striving to force their way to her. Some one conversing 
with her once objected, in my presence, to that part of 
** Jane Eyre" in which she hears Kochester*s voice cry- 
ing out to her in a great crisis of her life, he being 
many, many miles distant at the time. I do not know 
what incident was in Miss Bronte's recollection when 
she replied, in a low voice, drawing in her breath, ** But 
it is a true thing ; it really happened." 

The reader, who has even faintly pictured to himself 
her life at this time, — the solitary days, — the waking, 
watching nights, — may imagine to what a sensitive pitch 
her nerves were strung, and how such a state was sure 
to affect her health. 
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It was no bad thing for her that about this time 
various people began to go over to Haworth, curious 
to see the scenery described in ** Shirley/' if a sympathy 
with the writer^ of a more generous kind than to be 
called mere curiosity, did not make them wish to know 
whether they could not in some way serve or cheer one 
who had suffered so deeply. 

Among this number were Sir James and Lady Kay 
Shuttleworth. Their house lies over the crest of the 
moors which rise above Haworth^ at about a dozen 
miles' distance as the crow flies^ though much further 
by the road. But, according to the acceptation of the 
word in that uninhabited district, they were neighbours, 
if they so willed it. Accordingly, Sir James and his 
wife drove over one morning, at the beginning of March, 
to call upon Miss Bronte and her father. Before taking 
leave, they pressed her to visit them at Gawthorpe Hall, 
their residence on the borders of East Lancashire. After 
some hesitation, and at the urgency of her father, who 
was extremely anxious to procure for her any change of 
scene and society that was offered, she consented to go. 
On the whole, she enjoyed her visit very much, in spite 
of her shyness, and the difficulty she always experi- 
enced in meeting the advances of those strangers whose 
kindness she did not feel herself in a position to repay. 

She took great pleasure in the " quiet drives to old 
ruins and old halls, situated among older hills and 
woods ; the dialogues by the old fireside in the antique 
oak-panneled drawing-room, while they suited him, did 
not too much oppress and exhaust me. The house, too. 
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is much to my taste; near three centuries old, grey, 
stately, and picturesque. On the whole, now that the 
visit is over, I do not rqgret having paid it. The worst 
of it is, that there is now some menace hanging over my 
head of an invitation to go to them in London during 
the season. This, which would be a great enjoyment 
to some people, is a perfect terror to me. I should 
highly prize the advantages to be gained in an extended 
range of observation ; but I tremble at the thought of 
the price I must necessarily pay in mental distress and 
physical wear and tear.** 

On the same day on which she wrote the above, she 
sent the following letter to Mr. Smiths 

" March t6th, 185a 

" I return Mr. H 's note, after reading it 

carefully. I tried very hard to understand all he 
says about art ; but, to speak truth, my efforts were 
crowned with incomplete success. There is a certain 
jargon in use amongst critics on this point through 
which it is physically and morally impossible to me 
to see daylight. One thing, however, I see plainly 
enough, and that is, Mr. Currer Bell needs improve- 
ment, and ought to strive after it ; and this (D. Y.) he 
honestly intends to do — taking his time, however, and 
following as his guides Nature and Truth. If these 
lead to what the critics call art, it is all very well; 
but if not, that grand desideratum has no chance of 
being run after or caught. The puzzle is, that while 
the people of the South object to my delineation of 
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Northern life and manners^ the people of Yorkshire and 
Lancashire approve. They say it is precisely the con- 
trast of rough nature with highly.artificial cultivation 
which forms one of their main characteristics. Such^ or 
something very similar, has been the observation made 
to me lately, whilst I have been from home, by members 
of some of the ancient East Lancashire families, whose 
mansions lie on the hilly border-land between the two 
counties. The question arises, whether do the London 
critics, or the old Northern squires, understand the 
matter best ? 

'•'Any promise you require respecting the books shall 
be willingly given, provided only I am allowed the 
Jesuit's principle of a mental reservation, giving licence 
to forget and promise whenever oblivion shall appear 
expedient. The last two or three numbers of *Pen- 
dennis' will not, I dare say, be generally thought suf- 
ficiently exciting, yet I like them. Though the story 
lingers, (for me) the interest does not flag. Here and 
there we feel that the pen has been guided by a tired 
hand, that the mind of the writer has been somewhat 
chafed and depressed by his recent illness, or by some 
other cause ; but Thackeray still proves himself greater 
when he is weary than other writers are when they are 
fresh. The public, of course, will have no compassion 
for his fatigue, and make no allowance for the ebb of 
inspiration ; but some true-hearted readers here and 
there, while grieving that such a man should be obliged 
to write when he is not in the mood, will wonder that, 
under such circumstances, he should write so well. The 
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parcel of books will come^ I doubt not, at such time as 
it shall suit the good pleasure of the railway officials to 
send it on, — or rather .to yield it up to the repeated and 
humble solicitations of Haworth carriers; — till when I 
wait in all reasonable patience and resignation, looking 
with docility to that model of active self-helpfulness 
* Punch' friendly offers the * Women of England,' in 
his * Unprotected Female.' *^ 

The books lent her by her publishers were, as I have 
before said, a great solace and pleasure to her. There 
was much interest in opening the Cornhill parcel. But 
there was pain too; for, as she untied the cords, and 
took out the volumes one by one, she could scarcely 
fail to be reminded of those who once, on similar occa- 
sions, looked on so eagerly. " I miss familiar voices, 
commenting mirthfully and pleasantly ; the room seems 
very still — very empty ; but yet there is consolation in 
remembering that Papa will take pleasure in some of 
the books. Happiness quite unshared can scarcely be 
called happiness; it has no taste." She goes on to 
make remarks upon the kind of books sent. 

" I wonder how you can choose so well ; on no ac- 
count would I forestall the choice. I am sure any 
selection I might make for myself would be less satis- 
factory than the selection others so kindly and judi- 
ciously make for me ; besides, if I knew all that was 
coming, it would be comparatively flat. I would much 
rather not know. 

"Amongst the especially welcome works are * Southey's 
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Life,' the 'Women of France,' Hazlitt's 'Essays, 
Emerson's ' Bepresentatlve Men ; ' but it seems invi- 
dious to particularise when all are good I took 

up a second small book, Scott's ' Suggestions on Female 
Education ;' that, too, I read, and with unalloyed plea- 
sure. It is very good ; justly thought, and clearly and 
felicitously expressed. The girls of this generation 
have great advantages ; it seems to me that they receive 
much encouragement in the acquisition of knowledge, 
and the cultivation of their minds ; in these days, women 
may be thoughtful and well read, without being univer- 
sally stigmatised as ' Blues' and ' Pedants.' Men begin 
to approve and aid, instead of ridiculing or checking 
them in their efforts to be wise. I must say that, for 
my own part, whenever I have been so happy as to 
share the conversation of a really intellectual man, my 
feeling has been, not that the little I knew was ac- 
counted a superfluity and impertinence, but that I did 
not know enough to satisfy just expectation. I have 
always to explain, ' In me you must not look for great 
attainments : what seems to you the result of reading 
and study is chiefly spontaneous and intuitive.' .... 
Against the teaching of some (even clever) men, one 
instinctively revolts. They may possess attainments, 
they may boast varied knowledge of life and of the 
world ; but if of the finer perceptions, of the more deli- 
cate phases of feeling, they be destitute and incapable, 
of what avail is the rest ? Believe me, while hints well 
worth consideration may come from unpretending 
sources, from minds not highly cultured, but naturally 

H 2 
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fine and delicate^ from hearts kindly^ feeling, and un- 
envious, learned dictums delivered with pomp and sound 
may be perfectly empty, stupid, and contemptible. No 
man ever yet * by aid of Greek climbed Parnassus,' or 

taught others to climb it I enclose for your 

perusal a scrap of paper which came into my hands 
without the knowledge of the writer. He is a poor 
working man of this village — a thoughtful, reading, 
feeling being, whose mind is too keen for his frame, and 
wears it out. I have not spoken to him above thrice 
in my life, for he is a Dissenter, and has rarely come in 
my way. The document is a sort of record of his feel- 
ings, after the perusal of ' Jane Eyre ; ' it is artless and 
earnest ; genuine and generous. You must return it 
to me, for I value it more than testimonies from higher 
sources. He said, ^ Miss Bronte, if she knew he had 
written it> would soom him ;' but, indeed. Miss Bronte 
does not soom him ; she only grieves that a mind of 
which this is the emanation^ should be kept crushed by 
the leaden hand of poverty — by the trials of uncertain 
healthy and the claims ots, large family. 

" As to the * Times,' as you say, the acrimony of its 
critique has proved, in some measure, its own antidote ; 
to have been more effective, it should have been juster. 
I think it has had little weight up here in the North : 
it may be that annoying remarks, if made, are not 
suffered to reach my ear ; but certainly, while I have 
heard little condemnatory of * Shirley,' more than once, 
have I been deeply moved by manifestations of even 
enthusiastic approbation. I deem it unwise to dwell 
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much on these matters ; but for once I must permit 
myself to remark^ that the generous pride many of the 
Yorkshire people have taken in the matter, has been 
such as to awake and claim my gratitude, — especially 
since it has afforded a source of reviving pleasure to 
my father in his old age. The very curates, poor 
fellows! show no resentment: each characteristically 
finds solace for his own wounds in crowing over his 
brethren. Mr. Donne was, at first, a little disturbed ; 
for a week or two he was in disquietude, but he is now 
soothed down; jonly yesterday I had the pleasure of 
making him a comfortable cup of tea, and seeing him 
sip it with revived complacency. It is a curious fact 
that, since he read ^ Shirley,' he has come to the house 
oftener than ever, and been remarkably meek and 
assiduous to please. Some people's natures are veritable 
enigmas : I quite expected to have had one good scene 
at least with him ; but as yet nothing of the sort has 
occurred." 
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CHAPTEE VL 

During the earlier months of this spring, Haworth 
was extremely unhealthy. The weather was damp, low 
fever was prevalent^ and the household at the Parsonage 
suffered along with its neighbours. Charlotte says, 
" I have felt it (the fever) in frequent thirst and in- 
frequent appetite; Papa too, and even Martha, have 
complained." This depression of health produced de- 
pression of spirits, and she grew more and more to dread 
the proposed journey to London with Sir James and 
Lady Kay Shuttleworth. " I know what the effect 
and what the pain will be, how wretched I shall often 
feel, and how thin and haggard I shall get ; but he who 
shuns suffering will never win victory. If I mean to 
improve, I must strive and endure. . . Sir James 
has been a physician, and Jooks at me with a physi- 
cian's eye : he saw at once that I could not stand much 
fatigue, nor bear the presence of many strangers. I 
believe he would partly understand how soon my stock 
of animal spirits was brought to a low ebb ; but none — 
not the most skilful physician — can get at more than 
the outside of these things : the heart knows its own 
bitterness, and the frame its own poverty, and the mind 
its own struggles. Papa is eager and restless for me to 
go ; the idea of a refusal quite hurts him." 
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But the sensations of illness in the family increased ; 
the symptoms were probably aggravated, if not caused^ 
by the immediate vicinity of the church-yard, *' paved 
with rain-blackened tomb-stones." On April 29th she 
writes : — 

" We have had but a poor week of it at Haworth. 
Papa continues far from well ; he is often very sickly 
in the morning, a symptom which I have remarked 
before in his aggravated attacks of bronchitis ; unless he 
should get much better, I shall never think of leaving 
him to go to London. Martha has suffered from tic- 
douloureux, with sickness and fever, just like you. 
I have a bad cold, and a stubborn sore throat; in 
short, everybody but old Tabby is out of sorts. When 
was here, he complained of a sudden head- 
ache, and the night after he was gone I had something 
similar, very bad, — lasting about three hours." 

A fortnight later she writes : — 

^^ I did not think Papa well enough to be left, and 
accordingly begged Sir James and Lady Kay Shuttle- 
worth to return to London without me. It was ar- 
ranged that we were to stay at several of their friends' 
and relatives' houses on the way; a week or more 
would have been taken up on the journey. I cannot 
say that I regret having missed this ordeal ; I would 
as lief have walked among red-hot plough-shares ; but 
I do regret one great treat, which I shall now miss. 
Next Wednesday is the anniversary dinner of the Royal 
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Literary Fund Society, held in Freemasons' HalL 
Octayian Blewitt, the secretary, offered me a ticket for 
the ladies' gallery. I should have seen all the great 
literati and artists gathered in the hall below, and 
heard them speak ; Thackeray and Dickens are always 
present among the rest. This cannot now be. I don't 
think all London can afford another sight to me so 
interesting." 

It became requisite, however, before long, that she 
should go to London on business ; and as Sir James 
Kay Shuttleworth was detained in the country by in- 
disposition, she accepted Mrs. Smith's invitation to stay 
quietly at her house, while she transacted her affairs. 

In the interval between the relinquishment of the 
first plan and the adoption of the second, she wrote 
the following letter to one who was much valued among 
her literary friends ; — 

" May 22nd. 

" I had thought to bring the * Leader ' and the 
^ Athenasum' myself this time, and not to have to send 
them by post, but it turns out otherwise ; my journey 
to London is again postponed, and this time indefinitely. 
Sir James Kay Shuttleworth's state of health is the 
t^use — a cause, I fear, not likely to be soon removed. 
.... Once more, then, I settle myself down in the 
quietude of Haworth Parsonage, with books for my 
household companions, and an occasional letter for a 
visitor; a mute society, but neither quarrelsome, nor 
vulgarising, nor unimproving. 
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" One of the pleasures I had promised myself con* 
sisted in asking you several questions about the * Leader/ 
which is really, in its way, an interesting paper. I 
wanted, amongst other things, to ask you the real names 
of some of the contributors, and also what Lewes writes 
besides his * Apprenticeship of Life/ I always think 
the article headed ' Literature ' is his. Some of the 
communications in the * Open Council ' department are 
odd productions; but it seems to me very fair and 
right to admit them. Is not the system of the paper 
altogether a novel one? I do not remember seeing 
anything precisely like it before. 

" I have just received yours of this morning ; thank 
you for the enclosed note. The longings for liberty 
and leisure which May sunshine wakens in you, stir my 
sympathy. I am afraid Cornhill is little better than a 
prison for its inmates on warm spring or summer days. 
It is a pity to think of you all toiling at your desks in 
such genial weather as this. For my part, I am free to 
walk on the moors ; but when I go out there alone, 
everything reminds me of the times when others were 
with me, and then the moors seem a wilderness, feature- 
less, solitary, saddening. My sister Emily had a parti- 
cular love for them, and there is not a knoll of heather, 
not a branch of fern, not a young bilberry-leaf, not a 
fluttering lark or linnet, but reminds me of her. The 
distant prospects were Anne's delight, and when I look 
round, she is in the blue tints, the pale mists, the waves 
and shadows of the horizon. In the hill-country 
silence, their poetry comes by lines and stanzas into 
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mj mind : once I loved it ; now I dare not read it, 
and am driven often to wish I could taste one draught 
of oblivion, and forget much that, while mind remains, 
I never shall forget Many people seem to recall their 
departed relatives with a sort of melancholy compla- 
cency, but I think these have not watched them through 
lingering sickness, nor witnessed their last moments : it 
is these reminiscences that stand by your bedside at 
night, and rise at your piUow in the morning. At the 
end of all, however, exists the Great Hope. Eternal 
Life is theirs now." 

She had to write many letters, about this, time, to 
authors who sent her their books, and strangers who 
expressed their admiration of her own. The following 
was in reply to one of the latter class, and was addressed 
to a young man at Cambridge: — 

« May 23rd, 1850. 

** Apologies are indeed unnecessary for a * reality of 
feeling, for a genuine unaffected impulse of the spirit,' 
such as prompted you to write the letter which I now 
briefly acknowledge. 

^^ Certainly it is ^ something to me' that what I write 
should be acceptable to the feeling heart and refined 
intellect ; undoubtedly it is much to me that my crea- 
tions (such as they are) should find harbourage, appre- 
ciation, indulgence, at any friendly hand, or from any 
generous mind. You are very welcome to take Jane, 
Caroline, and Shirley for your sisters, and I trust they 
will often speak to their adopted brother when he is 
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solitary, and soothe him when he is sad. If they can- 
not make themselves at home in a thoughtful, sympa- 
thetic mind, and diffuse through its twilight a cheering, 
domestic glow« it is their fault ; they are not^ in that 
case, so amiable, so benignant, not so real as they ought 
to be. If they carii and can find household altars in 
Jbuman hearts, they will fulfil the best design of their 
creation, in therein maintaining a genial flame, which 
shall warm but not scorch, light but not dazzle. 

^ What does it matter that part of your pleasure in 
such beings has its source in the poetry of your own 
youth rather than in any magic of theirs ? What, that 
perhaps, ten years hence^ you may smile to remember 
your present recollections, and view under another light 
both ^ Currer Bell' and his writings ? To me this con- 
sideration does not detract from the value of what you 
now feel. Youth has its romance, and maturity its 
wisdom, as morning and spring have thek freshness, 
noon and summer their power, night and winter their 
repose. Each attribute is good in its own season. 
Your letter gave me pleasure^ and I thank you for it. 

"Currer Bell." 

Miss Bronte went up to town at the beginning of 
June, and much enjoyed her stay there ; seeing very 
few persons, according to the agreement she made 
before she went ; and limiting her visit to a fortnight, 
dreading the feverishness and exhaustion which were 
the inevitable consequences of the slightest excitement 
upon her susceptible frame. 



162 LIFE OF CHABLOTTE BEONTE. 

" June 12tL 

" Since I wrote to you last, I have not had many 
moments to myself, except such as it was absolutely 
necessary to give to rest. On the whole, however, I 
have thus far got on very well, suffering much less from 
exhaustion than I did last time. 

" Of course I cannot give you in a letter a regular 
chronicle of how my time has been spent. I can only 
just notify what I deem three of its chief incidents: — 
a sight of the Duke of Wellington at the Chapel Royal 
(he is a real grand old man), a visit to the House of 
Commons (which I hope to describe to you some day 
when I see you), and last, not least, an interview with 
Mr. Thackeray. He made a morning call, and sat 
above two hours. Mr. Smith only was in the room the 
whole time. He described it afterwards as a ^ queer 
scene,' and I suppose it was. The giant sate before 
me ; I was moved to speak to him of some of his short- 
comings (literary of course) ; one by one the faults came 
into my head, and one by one I brought them out, and 
sought somQ explanation or defence. He did defend 
himself, like a great Turk and heathen ; that is to say, 
the excuses were often worse than the crime itself. 
The matter ended in decent amity ; if all be well, I am 
to dine at his house this evening. 

*^ I have seen Lewes too I could not feel 

otherwise to him than half-sadly, half-tenderly, — a 
queer word that last, but I use it because the aspect 
of Lewes's face almost moves me to tears ; it is so 
wonderfully like Emily, — her eyes, her features, the 
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verj nose, the somewhat prominent mouth, the fore-* 
head, — even, at moments, the expression: whatever 
Lewes says, I believe I cannot hate him. Another 
likeness I have seen, too, that touched me sorrowfully. 
You remember my speaking of a Miss K., a young 
authoress, who supported her mother by writing? 
Hearing that she had a longing to see me, I called on 

her yesterday She met me half-frankly, half- 

tremblingly ; we sate down together, and when I had 
talked with her five minutes, her face was no longer 
strange, but mournfully familiar ; — it was Martha* in 
every lineament. I shall try to find a moment to see 

her again I do not intend to stay here, at the 

furthest, more than a week longer ; but at the end of 
that time I cannot go home, for the house at Haworth 
is just now unroofed ; repairs were become necessary." 

She soon followed her letter to the friend to whom it 
was written ; but her visit was a very short one, for, 
in accordance with a plan made before leaving London, 
she went on to Edinburgh to join the iriends with 
whom she had been staying in town. She remained 
only a few days in Scotland, and those were principally 
spent in Edinburgh, with which she was delighted, 
calling London a 'Mreary place" in comparison. 

My stay in Scotland " (she wrote some weeks later) 
was short, and what I saw was chiefly comprised in 
Edinburgh and the neighbourhood, in Abbotsford and 

* Tke friend of her youth, who died at Brussels. 
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in Melrose, for I was obliged to relinquish my first in- 
tention of going from Glasgow to Oban, and thence 
through a portion of the Highlands ; but though the 
time was brief, and the view of objects limited, I found 
such a charm of situation, association, and circum- 
stance, that I think the enjoyment experienced in 
that little space equalled in degree, and excelled in 
kind, all which London yielded during a month's 
sojourn. Edinburgh, compared to London, is like a 
vivid page of history compared to a large dull treatise 
t)n political economy ; and as to Melrose and Abbots- 
ford, the very names possess music and magic" 

And again, in a letter to a different correspondent, 
she says : — 

" I would not write to you immediately on my 
arrival at home, because each return to this old house 
brings with it a phase of feeling which it is better to 
pass through quietly before beginning to indite letters. 
The six weeks of change and enjoyment are past, but 
they are not lost ; memory took a sketch of each as it 
went by, and, especially, a distinct daguerreotype of the 
two days I spent in Scotland. Those were two very 
pleasant days. I always liked Scotland as an idea, but 
now, as a reality, I like it far better ; it furnished me 
with some hours as happy almost as any I ever spent. 
Do not fear, however, tiiat I am going to bore you 
with description ; you will, before now, have received 
a pithy and pleasant report of all things, to which any 
addition of mine would be superfluous. My present 
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endeavouris are directed towards recalling my thoughts^ 
cropping their wings, drilling them into correct dis- 
cipline, and forcing them to settle to some useful work : 
they are idle, and keep taking the train down to London, 
or making a foray over the Border — especially are they 
prone to perpetrate that last excursion ; and who, 
indeed, that has once seen Edinburgh, with its couchant 
crag-lion, but must see it again in dreams, waking or 
sleeping? My dear sir, do not think I blaspheme, 
when I tell you that your great London, as compared 
to Dun-Edin, ^ mine own romantic town,' is as prose 
compared to poetry, or as a great rumbling, rambling, 
heavy epic compared to a lyric, brief, bright, clear and 
vital as a flash of lightning. You have nothing like 
Scott's monument, or, if you had that, and all the 
glories of architecture assembled t(^ether, you have 
nothing like Arthur's Seat, and, above all, you have 
not the Scotch national character ; and it is that grand 
character after all which gives the land its true charm, 
its true greatness." 

On her return from Scotland, she again spent a few 
days with her friends, and then made her way. to 
Haworth. 

" July 15th. 

*• I got home very well, and full glad was I that no 
insuperable obstacle had deferred my return one single 
day longer. Just at the foot of Bridgehouse hill, I 
met John — staff in hand ; he fortunately saw me in the 
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cab^ stopped, and iDformed me he was setting off to 

B , by Mr. Bronte's orders, to see how I was, for 

that he had been quite miserable ever since he got Miss 

^8 letter. I found, on my arrival, that Papa had 

worked himself up to a sad pitch of nervous excitement 
and alarm, in which Martha and Tabby were but too 

obviously joining him The house looks very 

clean, and, I think, is not damp ; there is, however, still 
a great deal to do in the way of settling and aiTanging, — 
enough to keep me disagreeably busy for some time to 
come. I was truly thankful to find Papa pretty well, 
but I fear he is just beginning to show symptoms of a 
cold : my cold continues better. .... An article in a 
newspaper I found awaiting me on my arrival, amused 
me ; it was a paper published while I was in London. 
I enclose it to give you a laugh; it professes to be 
written by an Author jealous of Authoresses. I do 
not know who he is, but he must be one of those I met. 
.... The * ugly men,' giving themselves * Rochester 
airs,^ is no bad hit ; some of those alluded to will not 
like it" 

While Miss Bronte was staying in London, she was 
induced to sit for her portrait to Richmond. It is 
a crayon drawing ; in my judgment an admirable like- 
ness, though of course there is some difference of 
opinion on the subject ; and, as usual, those best ac- 
quainted with the original were least satisfied with the 
resemblance. Mr. Bronte thought that it looked older 
than Charlotte did, and that her features had not been 
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flattered ; but he acknowledged that the expression was 
wonderfully good and life-like. She sent the following 
amusing account of the arrival of the portrait to the 
donor : — 

" Aug. 1st. 

^* The little box for me came at the same time as the 
large one for Papa. When you first told me that you 
had had the Duke's picture framed^ and had given it to 
me, I felt half provoked with you for performing siwh a 
work of supererogation, but now, when I see it again, 
I cannot but acknowledge that, in so doing, you were 
felicitously inspired. It is his very image, and, as 
Papa said when he saw it, scarcely in the least like the 
ordinary portraits ; not only the expression, but even 
the form of the head is different, and of a far nobler 
character. I esteem it a treasure. The lady who left 
the parcel for me was, it seems, Mrs. Gore. The parcel 
contained one of her works, ' The Hamiltons,' and 
a very civil and friendly note, in which I find myself 
addressed as ^ Dear Jane.' Papa seems much pleased 
with the portrait, as do the few other persons who 
have seen it, with one notable exception ; viz., our old 
servant, who tenaciously maintains that it is not like — 
that it is too old* looking ; but as she, with equal tenacity, 
asserts that the Duke of Wellington's picture is a portrait 
of * the Master ' (meaning Papa), I am afraid not much 
weight is to be ascribed to her opinion : doubtless she con- 
fuses her recollections of me as I was in childhood with 
present impressions. Bequesting always to be very kindly 
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remembered to your mother and sisters, I am, yours very 
thanklessly (according to desire), 

" C. Bbonte.'' 

It may easily be conceived that two people living 
together as Mr. Bronte and his daughter did, almost 
entirely dependent on each other for society, and loving 
each other deeply (although not demonstratively) — that 
these two last members of a family would have their 
moments of keen anxiety respecting each other's health. 
There is not one letter of hers which I have read, that 
does not contain some mention of her father's state in this 
respect. Either she thanks God with simple earnest- 
ness that he is well, or some infirmities of age beset him, 
and she mentions the fact, and then winces away from 
it, as from a sore that will not bear to be touched. He, 
in his turn, noted every indisposition of his one remain- 
ing child's, exaggerated its nature, and sometimes 
worked himself up into a miserable state of anxiety, as 
in the case she refers to, when, her friend having named 
in a letter to him that his daughter was suffering from a 
bad cold, he could not rest till he despatched a messenger, 
to go, *^ staff in hand," a distance of fourteen miles, and 
see with his own eyes what was her real state, and re- 
turn and report. 

She evidently felt that this natural anxiety on the 
part of her father and friend increased the nervous 
depression of her own spirits, whenever she was ill ; 
and in the following letter she expresses her strong 
wish that the subject of her health should be as little 
alluded to as possible. 



NERVOUS SENSIBILITY. 169 

" Aug. 7:h. 

** I am truly sorry that I allowed the words to which 
you refer to escape my lips, since their effect on you 
has been unpleasant ; but try to chase every shadow of 
anxiety from your mind, and, unless the restraint be 
very disagreeable to you, permit me to add an earnest 
request that you will broach the subject to me no more. 
It is the undisguised and most harassing anxiety of 
others that has fixed in my mind thoughts and ex- 
pectations which must canker wherever they take root ; 
against which every effort of religion or philosophy must 
at times totally fail ; and subjugation to which is a cruel 
terrible fate — the fate, indeed, of him whose life was 
passed under a sword suspended by a horse-hair. I 
have had to entreat Papa's consideration on this point. 
My nervous system is soon wrought on. I should wish 
to keep it in rational strength and coolness ; but to do so 
I must determinedly resist the kindly-meant, but too irk- 
some expression of an apprehension, for the realization 
or defeat of which I have no possible power to be respon- 
sible. At present, I am pretty well. Thank God ! 
Papa, I trust, is no worse, but he complains of weak- 
ness." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Her father was always anxious to procure every 
change that was possible for her^ seeing^ as he did^ the 
benefit which she derived from it, however reluctant she 
might have been to leave her home and him beforehand. 
This August she was invited to go for a week to the 
neighbourhood of Bowness, where Sir James Kay Shut- 
tleworth had taken a house ; but she says, ^' I consented 
to go, with reluctance, chiefly to please Papa, whom a 
refusal on my part would much have annoyed ; but I 
dislike to leave him. I trust he is not worse, but his 
complaint is still weakness. It is not right to anticipate 
evil, and to be always looking forward with an appre- 
hensive spirit ; but I think grief is a two-edged sword, 
it cuts both ways ; the memory of one loss is the 
anticipation of another." 

It was during this visit at the Briery — Lady Kay 
Shuttleworth having kindly invited me to meet her there 
— that I first made acquaintance with Miss Bronte. 
If I copy out part of a letter, which I wrote soon 
after this to a friend, who was deeply interested in her 
writings, I shall probably convey my first impressions 
more truly and freshly than by amplifying what I then 
eaid into a longer description. 
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" Dark when I got to Windermere station ; a drive 
along the level road to Low-wood ; then a stoppage at 
a pretty house^ and then a pretty drawing-room, in 
which were Sir James and Lady Kay Shuttleworth, and 
a little lady in a black-silk gown, whom I could not see 
at first for the dazzle in the room ; she came up and 
shook hands with me at once. I went up to unbonnet, 
&c. ; came down to tea ; the little lady worked away 
and hardly spoke, but I had time for a good look at 
her. She is (as she calls herself) undeveloped, thin, and 
more than half a head shorter than I am ; soft brown 
hair, not very dark ; eyes (very good and expressive, 
looking straight and open at you) of the same colour 
as her hair ; a large mouth ; the forehead square, broad, 
and rather overhanging. She has a very sweet voice ; 
rather hesitates in choosing her expressions, but when 
chosen they seem without an effort admirable, and just 
befitting the occasion ; there is nothing overstrained, 

but perfectly simple After breakfast, we four 

went out on the lake, and Miss Bronte agreed with me 
in liking Mr. Newman's * Soul,' and in liking ^ Modem 
Painters,' and the idea of the * Seven Lamps ; * and she 
told me about Father Newman's lectures at the Oratory 
in a very quiet, concise, graphic way. .... She is 

more like Miss than any one in her ways — if 

you can fancy Miss to have gone through 

suffering enough to have taken out every spark of 
merriment, and to be shy and silent from the habit of 
extreme, intense solitude. Such a life as Miss Bronte's 
I never heard of before. described her home 
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to me as in a village of grey stone houses, perched up 
on the north side of a bleak moor, looking over sweeps 
of bleak moors, &c. &c. 

" We were only three days together ; the greater part 
of which was spent in driving about, in order to show 
Miss Bronte the Westmoreland scenery, as she had 
never been there before. We were both included in an 
invitation to drink tea quietly at Fox How ; and I then 
saw how severely her nerves were taxed by the effort of 
going amongst strangers. We knew beforehand that 
the number of the party would not exceed twelve ; but 
she suffered the whole day from an acute headache 
brought on by apprehension of the evening. 

" Brierly Close was situated high above Low-wood, 
and of course commanded an extensive view and wide 
horizon. I was struck by Miss Bronte's careful ex- 
amination of the shape of the clouds and the signs of the 
heavens, in which she read, as from a book, what the 
coming weather would be. I told her that I saw she 
must have a view equal in extent at her own home. 
She said that I was right, but that the character of the 
prospect from Haworth was very different ; that I had 
no idea what a companion the sky became to any 
one living in solitude, — more than any inanimate ob- 
ject on earth, — more than the nioors themselves." 

The following extracts convey some of her own im- 
pressions and feelings respecting this visit : — 

"You said I should stay longer than a week in 
Westmoreland; you ought by this time to know me 
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better Is it my habit to keep dawdling at a place 
long after the time I first fixed on for departing ? I 
have got home, and I am thankful to say Papa seems, 
— to say the least, — no worse than when I left him, 
yet I wish he were stronger. My visit passed off very 
well; I am very glad I went. The scenery is, of 
course, grand ; could I have wandered about amongst 
those hills alone, I could have drank in all their beauty ; 
even in a carriage with company, it was very well. Sir 
James was all the while as kind and friendly as he 

could be: he is in much better health Miss 

Martineau was from home ; she always leaves her 
house at Ambleside during the Lake season, to avoid 
the influx of visitors to which she would otherwise be 
subject. 

" If I could only have dropped unseen out of the 
carriage, and gone away by myself in amongst those 
grand hills and sweet dales, I should have drank in the 
full power of this glorious scenery. In company this 

can hardly be. Sometimes, while was warning 

me against the faults of the artist-class, all the while 
vagrant artist instincts were busy in the mind of his 
listener. 

*^I forgot to tell you that, about a week before I 
went to Westmoreknd, there came an invitation to 
Harden Grange ; which, of course, I declined. Two 
or three days after, a large party made their appearance 

here, consisting of Mrs. F , and sundry other ladies 

and two gentlemen ; one tall and stately, black haired 
and whiskered, who turned out to be Lord John Man** 
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ners, — the other not so distinguished-looking, shy, and 
a little queer, who was Mr. Smythe, the son of Lord 
Strangford. I found Mrs. F. a true lady in manners 
and appearance, very gentle and unassuming. Lord 
John Manners brought in his hand a brace of grouse for 
Papa, which was a well-timed present : a day or two 
before Papa had been wishing for some." 

To these extracts I must add one other from a letter 
referring to this time. It is addressed to Miss Wooler, 
the kind friend of both her girlhood and womanhood, 
who had invited her to spend a fortnight with her at 
her cottage lodgings. 

"Haworth, Sept. 27th, 1850. 

" When I tell you that I have already been to the 
Lakes this season, and that it is scarcely more than a 
month since I returned, you will understand that it is 
no longer within my option to accept your kind invi- 
tation. I wish I could have gone to you. I have 
already had my excursion, and there is an end of it. 
Sir James Kay Shuttleworth is residing near Winder- 
mere, at a house called the ' Briery,' and it was there I 
was staying for a little time this August. He very 
kindly showed me the neighbourhood, as it can be seen 
from a carriage y and I discerned that the Lake country is 
a glorious region, of which I had only seen the similitude 
in dreams, waking or sleeping. Decidedly I find it does 
not agree with me to prosecute the search of the pic- 
turesque in a carriage. A waggon^ a spring- cart^ even 
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a post-chaise might do ; but the carriage upsets every- 
thing. I longed to slip out unseen^ and to run away 
by myself in amongst the hills and dales. Eiratic and 
vagrant instincts tormented me, and these I was obliged 
to control, or rather suppress, for fear of growing in any 
degree enthusiastic, and thus drawing attention to the 
* lioness ' — the authoress. 

'^ You say that you suspect I have formed a large 
circle of acquaintance by this time. No : I cannot say 
that I have. I doubt whether I possess either the wish 
or the power to do so. A few friends I should like to 
have, and these few I should like to know well ; if such 
knowledge brought proportionate regard, I could not 
help concentrating my feelings ; dissipation, I think, 
appears synonymous with dilution. However, I have, 
as yet, scarcely been tried. During the month I spent 
in London in the spring, I kept very quiet, having the 
fear of lionising before my eyes. I only went out once 
to dinner ; and once was present at an evening party ; 
and the only visits I have paid have been to Sir James 
Kay Shuttleworth's and my publisher's. From this 
system I should not like to depart ; as far as I can see, 
indiscriminate visiting tends only to a waste of time 
and a vulgarising of character. Besides, it would be 
wrong to leave Papa often ; he is now in his seventy - 
fifth year, the infirmities of age begin to creep upon 
him ; during the summer he has been much harassed by 
chronic bronchitis, but I am thankful to say that he is 
now somewhat better. I think my own health has 
derived benefit from change and exercise. 
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" Somebody in D professes to have authority 

for saying, that ' when Miss Bronte was in London 
she neglected to attend Divine service on the Sabbath, 
and in the week spent her time in going about to balls, 
theatres, and operas.' On the other hand, the London 
quidnuncs make my seclusion a matter of wonder, and 
devise twenty romantic fictions to account for it. For- 
merly I used to listen to report with interest, and a 
certain credulity ; but I am now grown deaf and scep^ 
tical : experience has taught me how absolutely devoid 
of foundation her stories may be." 

I must now quote from the first letter I had the 
privilege of receiving from Miss Bronte. It is dated 
August the 27th. 

'^ Papa and I have just had tea ; he is sitting quietly 
in his room, and I in mine ; * storms of rain' are sweep- 
ing over the garden and churchyard : as to the moors, 
they are hidden in thick fog. Though alone, I am not 
unhappy ; I have a thousand things to be thankful for, 
and, amongst the rest^ that this morning I received 
a letter from you, and that this evening I have the 
privilege of answering it. 

" I do not know the * Life of Sydney Taylor; ' when- 
ever I have the opportunity I will get it. The little 
French book you mention shall also take its place 
on the list of books to be procured as soon as pos- 
sible. It treats a subject interesting to all women 
— perhaps, more especially to single women ; though, 
indeed, mothers, like you, study it for the sake of their 
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daughters. The * Westminster Review ' is not a pe- 
riodical I see regularly, but some time since I got hold 
of a number — for last January, I think — in which 
there was an article entitled * Woman's Mission ' (the 
phrase is hackneyed), containing a great deal that 
seemed to me just and sensible. Men begin to regard 
the position of woman in another light than they used 
to do ; and a few men, whose sympathies are fine and 
whose sense of justice is strong, think and speak of it 
with a candour that commands my admiration. They 
say, however — and, to an extent, truly — that the 
amelioration of our condition depends on ourselves. 
Certainly there are evils which our own efforts will 
best reach; but as certainly there are other evils — 
deep-rooted in the foundations of the social system — 
which no efforts of ours can touch : of which we cannot 
complain ; of which it is advisable not too often to 
think. 

'* I have read Tennyson's ' In Memoriam,' or rather 
part of it ; I closed the book when I had got about half 
way. It is beautiful ; it is mournful ; it is monotonous. 
Many of the feelings expressed bear, in their utterance, 
the stamp of truth ; yet, if Arthur Hallam had been 
somewhat nearer Alfred Tennyson, — his brother instead 
of his friend, — I should have distrusted this rhymed, 
and measured, and printed monument of grief. What 
change the lapse of years may work I do not know ; but 
it seems to me that bitter sorrow, while recent, does not 
flow out in verse. 

" I promised to send you Wordsworth's ' Prelude,' 

I 2 
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and^ accordingly^ despatch it by this post ; the other 
little volume shall follow in a day or two. I shall be 
glad to hear from you whenever you have time to write 
to me^ but you are never^ on any account, to do this 
except when inclination prompts and leisure permits. I 
should never thank you for a letter which you had felt 
it a task to write." 

A short time after we had met at the Briery, she 
sent me the volume of Currer^ Ellis, and Acton Bell's 
poems ; and ,thus alludes to them in the note that ac- 
companied the parcel : — 

** The little book of rhymes was sent by way of ful- 
filling a rashly-made promise; and the promise was 
made to prevent you from throwing away four shillings 
in an injudicious purchase. I do not like my own share 
of the work, nor care that it should be read : Ellis Bell's 
I think good and vigorous, and Acton's have the merit 
of truth and simplicity. Mine are chiefly juvenile pro- 
ductions ; the restless effervescence of a mind that would 
not be still. In those days, the sea too often ' wrought 
and was tempestuous,' and weed, sand, shingle — all 
turned up in the tumult This image is much too mag- 
niloquent for the subject, but you will pardon it." 

Another letter of some interest was addressed, about 
this time, to a literary friend, on Sept. 5th : — 

** The reappearance of the * Athenaeum' is very accept- 
able, not merely for its own sake, — though I esteem 
the opportunity of its perusal a privilege, — but because. 
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as a weekly token of the remembrance of friends, it 
cheers and gives pleasure. I only fear that its regular 
transmission may become a task to you ; in this case, 
discontinue it at once. 

" I did indeed enjoy my trip to Scotland, and yet I 
saw little of the face of the country; nothing of its 
grander or finer scenic features ; but Edinburgh, Mel- 
rose, Abbotsford — these three in themselves sufficed to 
stir feelings of such deep interest and admiration, that 
neither at the time did I regret, nor have I since re- 
gretted, the want of wider space over which to diffuse 
the sense of enjoyment. There was room and variety 
enough to be very happy, and * enough,' the proverb 
says, * is as good as a feast.' The queen, indeed,^ was 
right to climb Arthur's Seat with her husband and 
children. I shall not soon forgj^t how I felt when, 
having reached its summit, we all sat down and looked 
over the city — towards the sea and Leith, and the 
Pentland Hills. No doubt you are proud of being a na- 
tive of Scotland, — proud of your country, her capital, 
her children, and her literature. You cannot be blamed. 

"The article in the 'Palladium' is one of those 
notices over which an author rejoices trembling. He 
rejoices to find his work finely, fully, fervently appre- 
ciated, and trembles under the responsibility such ap- 
preciation seems to devolve upon him. I am counselled 
to wait and watch — D, V. I will do so ; yet it is 
harder to wait with the hands bound, and the observant 
and reflective faculties at their silent and unseen work, 
than to labour mechanically. 
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" I need not say how I felt the remarks on ' Wuther- 
ing Heights;' they woke the saddest yet most grateM 
feelings ; they are true, they are discriminating^ they 
are full of late justice, but it is very late — alas I in one 
sense, too late. Of this, however, and of the pang of 
regret for a light prematurely extinguished, it is not 
wise to speak much. Whoever the author of this 
article may be, I remain his debtor. 

*^ Yet, you see, even here, * Shirley * is disparaged in 
comparison with * Jane Eyre;' and yet I took great 
pains with * Shirley.' I did not hurry ; I tried to do 
my best, and my own impression was that it was not 
inferior to the former work ; indeed, I had bestowed 
on it more time, thought, and anxiety : but great part 
of it was written under the shadow of impending 
calamity ; and the last volume, I cannot deny, was com- 
posed in the eager, restless endeavour to combat mental 
sufferings that were scarcely tolerable. 

** You sent the tragedy of * Galileo Gbililei,' by 
Samuel Brown, in one of the Comhill parcels ; it con- 
tained, I remember, passages of very great beauty. 
Whenever you send any more books (but that must not 
be till I return what I now have) I should be glad if 
you would include amongst them the ^ Life of Dr. 
Arnold.' Do you know also the * Life of Sydney 
Taylor?' I am not familiar even with the name, but it 
has been recommended to me as a work meriting perusaL 
Of course, when I name any book, it is always under- 
stood that it should be quite convenient to send it." 



r- 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

It was thought desirable about this time^ to republish 
** Wuthering Heights " and " Agnes Grey," the works 
of the two sisters^ and Charlotte undertook the task of 
editing them. 

She wrote to Mr. Williams, September 29th, 1850, 
**It is my intention to write a few lines of remark on 
* Wuthering Heights,' which, however, I propose to 
place apart as a brief preface before the tale. I am 
likewise compelling myself to read it -over, for the first 
time of opening the book since my sister's death. Its 
power fills me with renewed admiration ; but yet I am 
oppressed : the reader is scarcely ever permitted a taste 
of unalloyed pleasure ; every beam of sunshine is poured 
down through black bars of threatening cloud ; every 
page is surcharged with a sort of moral electricity ; and 
the writer was unconscious of all this — nothing could 
make her conscious of it. 

** And this makes me reflect, — perhaps I am too inca- 
pable of perceiving the faults and peculiarities of my 
own style. 

" I should wish to revise the proofs, if it be not too 
great an inconvenience to send them. It seems to me 
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advisable to modify the orthography of the old servant 
Joseph's speeches ; for though, as it stands, it exactly 
renders the Yorkshire dialect to a Yorkshire ear, yet, I 
am sure Southerns must find it unintelligible; and thus 
one of the most graphic characters in the book is lost on 
them. 

" I grieve to say that I possess no portrait of either 
of my sisters." 

To her own dear friend, as to one who had known 
and loved her sisters, she writes still more fully respect- 
ing the painfulness of her task. 

" There is nothing wrong, and I am writing you a 
line as you desire, merely to say that I am busy just 
now. Mr. Smith wishes to reprint some of Emily's and 
Annie's works, with a few little additions from the 
papers they have left ; and I have been closely engaged 
in revising, transcribing, preparing a preface, notice, &c. 
As the time for doing this is limited, I am obliged to be 
industrious. I found the task at first exquisitely pain- 
ful and depressing; but regarding it in the light of a 
sacred duty^ I went on, and now can bear it better. It 
is work, however, that I cannot do in the evening, for 
if I did, I should have no sleep at night. Papa, I am 
thankful to say, is in improved health, and so, I think, 
am I ; I trust you are the same. 

" I have just received a kind letter from Miss Mar- 
tineau. She has got back to Ambleside, and had heard 
of my visit to the Lakes. She expressed her regret, &c., 
at not being at home. 
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^'I am both angiy and surprised at myself for not 
being in better spirits ; for not growimg accustomed^ or 
at least resigned^ to the solitude and isolation of my lot. 
But my late occupatioii left a result for some days^ and 
indeed still, very painful. The reading over of papers, 
the renewal of remembrances brought back the pang of 
bereavement, and occasioned a depression of spirits well 
nigh intolerable. For one or two nights, I scarcely 
knew how to get on till morning ; and when morning 
came, I was still haunted with a sense of sickening dis* 
tress. I tell you these things, because it is absolutely 
necessary to me to have some relief. You will forgive 
me, and not trouble yourself, or imagine that I am one 
whit worse than I say. It is quite a mental ailment, 
and I believe and hope is better now. I think so, 
because I can speak about it^ which I never can when 
grief is at its worst. 

^' I thought to find occupation and interest in writing, 
when alone at home, but hitherto my efforts have been 
vain ; the deficiency of every stimulus is so complete. 
You will recommend me, I dare say, to go from home; 
but that does no good, even could I again leave' Papa 
with an easy mind (thank God ! he is better). I can- 
not describe what a time of it I had after my return 
from London, Scotland, &c. There was a reaction that 
sunk me to the earth ; the deadly silence, solitude, de- 
solation, were awfol; the craving for companionship, 
the hoplessness of relief, were what I should dread to 
feel again. 

*' Dear , when I think of you, it is with a 
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compassion and tenderness that scarcely cheer me. 
Mentally, I fear, you also are too lonely and too little 
occupied. It seems our doom, for the present at least. 
May God in His mercy help us to bear it 1 " 

During her last visit to London, as mentioned in one 
of her letters, she had made the acquaintance of her 
correspondent, Mr. Lewes. That gentleman says : — 

" Some months after " (the appearance of the review 
of "Shirley" in the " Edinburgh '0, ** Currer Bell 
came to London, and I was invited to meet her at your 
house. You may remember, she asked you not to point 
me out to her, but allow her to discover me if she could. 
She did recognise me almost as soon as I came into the 
room. You tried me in the same way; I was less 
sagacious. However, I sat by her side a great part of 
the evening, and was greatly interested by her conver- 
isation. On parting we shook hands, and she said, *We 
are friends now, are we not?' * Were we not always, 
then?* I asked. *Nol not always,' she said, signifi- 
cantly ; and that was the only allusion she made to the 
offending article. I lent her some of Balzac's and 
George Sand's novels to take with her into the country; 
and the following letter was written when they were 
returned : " — 

** I am sure you will have thought me very dilatory 
in returning the books you so kindly lent me. The 
fact is, having some other books to send, I retained 
yours to enclose them in the same parcel. 

<^ Accept my thanks for some hours of pleasant read- 
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ing. Balzac was for me quite a new author ; and in 
making his acquaintance^ through the medium of * Mo- 
desto Mignon,' and ^ Illusions perdues,' you cannot doubt 
I have felt some interest. At firsts I thought he was 
going to be painfully minute, and fearfully tedious ; one 
grew impatient of his long parade of detail^ his slow 
revelation of unimportant circumstances^ as he assembled 
his personages on the stage ; but by and bye I seemed 
to enter into the mystery of his craft, and to discover, 
with delight, where his force lay: is it not in the 
analysis of motive, and in a subtle perception of the 
most obscure and secret workings of the mind ? Still, 
admire Balzac as we may, I think we do not like him ; 
we rather feel towards him as towards an ungenial ac« 
quaintance who is for ever holding up in strong light 
our defects, and who rarely draws forth our better 
qualities. 

** Truly, I like George Sand better. 

*^ Fantastic, fanatical, unpractical enthusiast as she 
often is— far from truthful as are many of her views of 
life — misled, as she is apt to be, by her feelings — 
George Sand has a better nature than M. de Balzac ; 
her brain is larger, hfer heart warmer than his. The 
* Lettres d'un Voyageur' are full of the writer's self; 
and I never felt so strongly, as in the perusal of this 
work, that most of her very faults spring from the ex- 
cess of her good qualities: it is this excess which has 
often hurried her into difficulty, which has prepared 
for her enduring regret. 

" But I believe her mind is of that order which dis- 
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astrous experience teaches^ without weakening or too 
much disheartening ; and^ in that case^ the longer she 
lives the better she will grow. A hopeful point in all 
her writings is the scarcity of false French sentiment ; 
I wish I could say its absence ; but the weed flourishes 
here and there, even in the * Lettres.'" 

I remember the good expression of disgust which 
Miss Bronte made use of in speaking to me of some of 
Balzac's novels : ^^ They leave such a bad taste in my 
mouth." 

The reader will notice that most of the letters from 
which I now quote are devoted to critical and literary 
subjects. These were, indeed, her principal interests at 
this time ; the revision of her sister^s works, and writing 
a short memoir of them, was the painful employment of 
every day during the dreary autumn of 1850. Wearied 
out by the vividness of her sorrowful recollections, she 
sought relief in long walks on the moors. A friend of 
hers, who wrote to me on the appearance of the elo- 
quent article in the " Daily News " upon the " Death 
of Currer Bell,'' gives an anecdote which may well come 
in here. 

** They are mistaken in saying she was too weak to 
roam the hills for the benefit of the air. I do not think 
any one, certainly not any woman, in this locality, 
went so much on the moors as . she did, when the 
weather permitted. Indeed, she was so much in the 
habit of doing so, that people, who live quite away on 
the edge of the common, knew her perfectly well. I 



A CHARACTERISTIC INCIDENT, 187 

remember on one occasion an old womaQ saw ber at a 
little distance^ and sbe called out^ ' How I Miss Bronte ! 
Hey yah (have you) seen ought o' my cofe (calf)?' 
Miss Bronte told ber she could not say, for she did not 
know it. * Well 1 ' sbe said, * Yah know, its getting 
up like nab (now), between a cab (cow) and a cofe — 
what we call a stirk, yah know. Miss Bronte ; will yah 
turn it this way if yah happen to see't, as yah're going 
back. Miss Bronte; nah rfo. Miss Bronte,"* 

It must have been about this time that a visit was 
paid to her by some neighbours, who were introduced 
to her by a mutual friend. This visit has been de- 
scribed in a letter from which I am permitted to give 
extracts, which will show the impression made upon 
strangers by the character of the country round her 
home, and other circumstances. " Though the weather 
was drizzly, we resolved to make our long-planned 
excursion to Haworth; so we packed ourselves into 
the buffalo-skin, and that into the gig, and set off about 
eleven. The rain ceased, and the day was just suited 
to the scenery, — wild and chill, — with great masses of 
cloud glooming over the moors, and here and there a ray 
of sunshine covertly stealing through, and resting with 
a dim magical light upon some high bleak village ; or 
darting down into some deep glen, lighting up the tall 
chimney, or glistening on the windows and wet roof of 
the mill which lies couching in the bottom. The conn* 
try got wilder and wilder as we approached Haworth ; 
for the last four miles we were ascending a huge moor. 
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at the very top of which lies the dreary black-looking 
village of Ha worth. The village-street itself is one of 
the steepest hills I have ever seen, and the stones are so 
horribly jolting that I should have got out and walked 

with W , if possible, but, having once begun the 

ascent, to stop was out of the question. At the top was 
the inn where we put up, close by the church ; and the 
clergyman's house, we were told, was at the top of the 
churchyard. So through that we went, — a dreary, 
dreary place, literally paved with rain-blackened tomb- 
stones, and all on the slope, for at Haworth there is on 
the highest height a higher still, and Mr. Bronte's 
house stands considerably above the church. There 
was the house before us, a small oblong stone house, 
with not a tree to screen it from the cutting wind ; but 
how were we to get at it from the churchyard we could 
not see! There was an old man in- the churchyard, 
brooding like a Ghoul over the graves, with a sort of 
grim hilarity on his face. I thought he looked hardly 
human ; however, he was human enough to tell us the 
way; and presently we found ourselves in the little 
bare parlour. Presently the door opened, and in came 
a superannuated mastiff, followed by an old gentleman 
very like Miss Bronte, who shook hands with us, and 
then went to call his daughter. A long interval, 
during which we coaxed the old dog, and looked at a 
picture of Miss Bronte, by Richmond, the solitary 
ornament of the room, looking strangely out of place on 
the bare walls, and at the books on the little shelves, 
most of them evidently the gift of the authors since 
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Miss Bronte's celebrity. Presently she came in, and 
welcomed us very kindly, and took me upstairs to take 
off my bonnet, and herself brought me water and towels. 
The uncarpeted stone stairs and floors, the old drawers 
propped on wood, were all scrupulously clean and 
neat. When we went into the parlour again, we began 
talking very comfortably, when the door opened and 
Mr. Bronte looked in ; seeing his daughter there, I sup- 
pose he thought it was all right, and be retreated to his 
study on the opposite side of the passage; presently 

emerging again to bring W a country newspaper. 

This was his last appearance till we went. Miss Bronte 
spoke with the greatest warmth of Miss Martineau, and 
of the good she had gained from her. Well 1 we talked 
about various things; the character of the people, — 
about her solitude, &c., till she left the room to help 
about dinner, I suppose, for she did not return for an 
age. The old dog had vanished; a fat curly-haired dog 
honoured us with his company for some time, but finally 
manifested a wish to get out, so we were left alone. At 
last she returned, followed by the maid and dinner, 
which made us all more comfortable ; and we had some 
very pleasant conversation, in the midst of which time 

passed quicker than we supposed, for at last W 

found that it was half-past three, and we had fourteen 
or fifteen miles before us. So we hurried off, having 
obtained from her a promise to pay us a visit in the 
spring ; and the old gentleman having issued once more 
from his study to say good-bye, we returned to the inn, 
and made the best of our way homewards. 
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*^ Miss Bronte put me so in mind of her own ^ Jane 
Eyre.' She looked smaller than ever^ and moved about 
so quietlj^ and noiselessly^ just like a little bird^ as 
Rochester called her^ barring that all birds are joyous, 
and that joy can never have entered that house since it 
was first built ; and yet, perhaps, when that old man 
married, and took home his bride, and children's voices 
and feet were heard about the house, even that desolate 
crowded grave-yard and biting blast could, not quench 
cheerfulness and hope. Now there is something touch- 
ing in the sight of that little creature entombed in such 
a place, and moving about herself like a spirit, especially 
when you think that the slight still frame encloses a 
force of strong fiery life, which nothing has been able to 
freeze or extinguish." 

In one of the preceding letters. Miss Bronte referred 
to an article in the ** Palladium," which had rendered 
what she considered the due meed of merit to ** Wuther- 
ing Heights," her sister Emily's tale. Her own works 
were praised, and praised with discrimination, and she 
was grateful for this. But her warm heart was filled to 
the brim with kindly feelings towards him who had 
done justice to the dead. She anxiously sought out the 
name of the writer ; and having discovered that it was 
Mr. Sydney Dobell, he immediately became one of her 

" Peculiar people whom Death had made dear." 

She looked with interest upon everything he wrote; 
and before long we shall find that they corresponded. 
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TO W. S. WILLIAMS^ ESQ. 

" Oct. 25th. 

** The box of books came last nighty and^ as usual, I 
have only gratefully to admire the selection made : 
' Jeffrey's Essays/ ' Dr. Arnold's Life,' ' The Eoman,' 
^ Alton Locke/ these were all wished for and welcome. 

*'You say I keep no books; pardon me — I am 
ashamed of my own rapaciousness : I have kept ' Ma- 
caulay's History/ and Wordsworth's 'Prelude/ and 
Taylor's * Philip Van Artevelde.' I soothe my conscience 
by saying that the two last, — being poetry — do not 
count. This is a convenient doctrine for me : I medi- 
tate acting upon it with reference to the ' Homan/ so I 
trust nobody in Cornhill will dispute its validity or affirm 
that ' poetry ' has a value, except for trunk-makers. 

** I have already had * Macaulay's Essays/ * Sidney 
Smith's Lectures on Moral Philosophy,' and * Knox on 
Kace.' Pickering's work on the same subject I have 
not seen ; nor all the volumes of Leigh Hunt's Auto- 
biography. However, I am now abundantly supplied 
for a long time to come. I liked Hazlitt's Essays 
much. 

** The autumn, as you say, has been very fine. I and 
solitude and memory have often profited by its sunshine 
on the moors. 

'* I had felt some disappointment at the non-arrival of 
the proof-sheets of * Wuthering Heights ;' a feverish 
impatience to complete the revision is apt to beset me. 
The work of looking over papers, &c., could not be 
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gone through with impunity, and with unaltered spirits ; 
associations too tender, regrets too bitter, sprang out of 
it. Meantime, the Cornhill books now, as heretofore, 
are my best medicine, — affording a solace which could 
not be yielded by the very same books procured from a 
common library. 

** Already I have read the greatest part of the 
/Koman;* passages in it possess a kindling virtue such 
as true poetry alone can boast; there are images of 
genuine grandeur ; there are lines that at once stamp 
themselves on the memory. Can it be true that a new 
planet has risen on the heaven, whence all stars seemed 
fast fading ? I believe it is ; for this Sydney or Dobell 
speaks with a voice of his own, unborrowed, unmi- 
micked. You hear Tennyson, indeed, sometimes, and 
Byron sometimes, in some passages of the * Boman ; ' 
but then again you have a new note, — nowhere clearer 
than in a certain brief lyric, sang in a meeting of 
minstrels, a sort of dirge over a dead brother; — that 
not only charmed the ear and brain, it soothed the 
heart." 

The following extract will be read with interest as 
conveying her thoughts after the perusal of Dr. Arnold's 
Life : — 

« Nov. 6th. 

^* I have just finished reading the * Life of Dr. 
Arnold;' but now when I wish, according to your 
request, to express what I think of it, I do not find the 
task very easy : proper terms seem wanting. This is 
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not a character to be dismissed with a few laudatory- 
words ; it is not a one-sided character ; pure panegyric 
would be inappropriate. Dr. Arnold (it seems to me) 
was not quite saintly ; his greatness was cast in a mortal 
mould ; he was a little severe^ almost a little hard ; he 
was vehement and somewhat oppugnant. Himself the 
most indefatigable of workers, I know not whether he 
could have understood, or made allowance for, a tem- 
perament that required more rest ; yet not to one man 
in twenty thousand is given his giant faculty of labour ; 
by virtue of it he seems to me the greatest of working 
men. Exacting he might have been, then, on this 
point ; and granting that he were so, and a little hasty, 
stern, and positive, those were his sole faults (if, indeed, 
that can be called a fault which in no shape degrades 
the individual's own character, but is only apt to oppress 
and overstrain the weaker nature of his neighbours). 
Afterwards come his good qualities. About these there 
is nothing dubious. Where can we find justice, firm- 
ness, independence, earnestness, sincerity, fuller and 
purer than in him ? 

** But this is not all, and I am glad of It. Besides 
high intellect and stainless rectitude, his letters and his 
life attest his possession of the most true-hearted affec- 
tion. Without this, however one might admire, we 
could not love him ; but with it I think we love him 
much. A hundred such men — fifty — nay, ten or five 
such righteous men might save any country; might 
victoriously champion any cause. 

** I was struck, too, by the almost unbroken happi- 
TOL. II. K 
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ness of his life ; a happiness resulting chiefly, no doubt, 
from the right use to which he put that health and 
strength which God had given him, but also owing 
partly to a singular exemption from those deep and 
bitter griefs which most human beings are called on to 
endure. His wife was what he wished; his children 
were healthy and promising ; his own health was ex- 
cellent ; his undertakings were crowned with success ; 
even death was kind, — for, however sharp the pains of 
his last hour, they were but brief. God's blessing seems 
to have accompanied him from the cradle to the grave. 
One feels thankful to know that it has been permitted 
to aiiy man to live such a life. 

" When I was in Westmoreland last August, I spent 
an evening at Fox How, where Mrs. Arnold and her 
daughters still reside. It was twilight as I drove to 
the place, and almost dark ere I reached it ; still I could 
perceive that the situation was lovely. The house looked 
like a nest half buried in flowers and creepers : and, dusk 
as it was, I could ^^Z that the valley and the hills round 
were beautiful as imagination could dream." 

If I say again what I have said already before, it is 
only to impress and re-impress upon my readers the 
dreary monotony of her life at this time. The dark, 
bleak season of the year brought back the long evenings, 
which tried her severely : all the more so, because her 
weak eyesight rendered her incapable of following any 
occupation but knitting by candle-light. For her 
father's sake, as well as for her own, she found it neces- 
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sary to make some exertion to ward off settled depression 
of spirits. She accordinglj accepted an invitation to 
spend a week or ten days with Miss Martineau at Am* 
bleside. She also proposed to come to Manchester and 
see me, on her way to Westmoreland, But, unfortu- 
tunately, I was from home, and unable to receive her. 
The friends with whom I was staying in the South of 
England (hearing me express my regret that I could not 
accept her friendly proposal, and aware of the sad state 
of health and spirits which made some change necessary 
for her) wrote to desire that she would come and spend 
a week or two with me at their house. She acknow- 
ledged this invitation in a letter to me, dated 

"Dec. 13th, 1850. 

** My dear Mrs. Gaskell, — Miss *8 kindness and 

yours is such that I am placed in the dilemma of not 
knowing how adequately to express my sense of it. 
This I know, however, very well — that if I could go 
and be with you for a week or two in such a quiet 
south-country house, and with such kind people as you 
describe, I should like it much. I find the proposal 
marvellously to my taste ; it is the pleasantest, gentlest, 
sweetest, temptation possible; but, delectable as it is, 
its solicitations are by no means to be yielded to with- 
out the sanction of reason, and therefore I desire for the 
present to be silent, and to stand back till I have been 
to Miss Martineau's, and returned home, and considered 
well whether it is a scheme as right as agreeable. 

** Meantime, the mere thought does me good." 
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On the lOth of December, the second edition of 
"Wuthering Heights" was published. She sent a 
copy of it to Mr. Dobell, with the following letter : — 



TO MB. DOBELL. 

" Haworth, near KeigUey, Yorkshire, 
"Dec. 8th, 1850. 

"I offer this little book to my critic in the * Pal- 
ladium/ and he must believe it accompanied by a 
tribute of the sincerest gratitude; not so much for 
anything he has said of myself, as for the noble justice 
he has rendered to one dear to me as myself — per- 
haps dearer; and perhaps one kind word spoken for 
her awakens a deeper, tenderer, sentiment of thank- 
fulness than eulogies heaped on my own head. As 
you will see when you have read the biographical 
notice, my nster cannot thank you herself; she is gone 
out of your sphere and mine, and human blame and 
praise are nothing to her now. But to me, for her 
sake, they are something still ; it revived me for many 
a day to find that, dead as she was, the work of her 
genius had at last met with worthy appreciation. 

**Tell me, when you have read the introduction, 
whether any doubts still linger in your mind respecting 
the authorship of ' Wuthering Heights,' ' Wildfell Hall,' 
&c. Your mistrust did me some injustice ; it proved a 
general conception of character such as I should be sorry 
to call mine; but these false ideas will naturally arise when 
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• 

we only judge an author from his works. In fairness, 
I must also disclaim the flattering side of the portrait. 
I am no ^ young Penthesilea mediis in millibus^^ but a 
plain country parson's daughter. 

^'Onee more I thank you, and that with a full 
heart. 

« C. Bronte." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Immediately after the republication of her Bister's 
book she went to Miss Martineau's. 

" I can write to you now, dear E y for I am away 

from home^ and relieved, temporarily, at least, by change 
of air and scene, from the heavy burden of depression 
which, I confess, has for nearly three months been 
sinking me to the earth. I never shall forget last 
autumn I Some days and nights have been cruel ; but 
now, having once told you this, I need say no more on 
the subject. My loathing of solitude grew extreme ; 
my recollection of my sisters intolerably poignant. I 
am better now. I am at Miss Martineau's for a week. 
Her house is very pleasant, both within and without ; 
arranged at all points with admirable neatness and com- 
fort. Her visitors enjoy the most perfect liberty ; what 
she claims for herself she allows them. I rise at my own 
hour, breakfast alone (she is up at five, takes a cold bath, 
and a walk by starlight, and has finished breakfast and 
got to her work by seven o'clock). I pass the morning 
in the drawing-room — she, in her study. At two 
o'(;Jock we meet — work, talk, and walk together till 
five, her dinner-hour, spend the evening together, when 
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she converses fluently and abundantly, and with the 
most complete frankness. 1 go to my own room soon after 
ten, — she sits up writing letters till twelve. She ap- 
pears exhaustless in strength and spirits, and indefa*. 
tigable in the faculty of labour. She is a great and a 
good woman ; of course not without peculiarities, but I 
have seen none as yet that annoy me. She is both 
hard and warm-hearted, abrupt and affectionate, liberal 
and despotic. I believe she is not at all conscious of 
her own absolutism. When I tell her of it, she denies 
the charge warmly ; then I laugh at her. I believe she 
almost rules Ambleside. Some of the gentry aislike 
her, but the lower orders have a great regard for her. 
• • • . I thought I should like to spend two or 
three days with you before going home ; so, if it is not 
inconvenient to you, I will (D. V.) come on Monday 

and stay till Thursday I have ttuly enjoyed my 

visit here. I have seen a good many people, and all 
have been so marvellously kind ; not the least so, the 
family of Dr. Arnold. Miss Martineau I relish inex- 
pressibly." 

Miss Bronte paid the visit she here proposes to her 
friend, but only remained two or three days. She then 
returned home, and immediately began to suffer from 
her old enemy, sickly and depressing headache. This 
was all the more trying to bear, as she was obliged to 
take an active share in the household work, — one ser- 
vant being ill in bed, and the other. Tabby, aged up- 
wards of eighty. 
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This Visit to Ambleside did Miss Bronte much good, 
and gave her a stock of pleasant recollections^ and fresh 
interests, to dwell upon in her solitary life. There are 
many references in her letters to Miss INIartineau's cha- 
racter and kindness. 

" She is certainly a woman of wonderful endow- 
ments^ both intellectual and physical; and though I 
share few of her opinions^ and regard her as fallible on 
certain points of judgment, I must still award her my 
Bincerest esteem. The manner in which she combines 
the highest mental culture with the nicest discharge of 
feminine duties filled me with admiration; while her 
afiectionate kindness earned my gratitude." *^ I think 
her good and noble qualities far outweigh her de- 
fects. It is my habit to consider the individual apart 
from his (or her) reputation, practice independent of 
theory, natural disposition isolated from acquired opi«- 
nions. Harriet Martineau's person, practice, and cha- 
racter, inspire me with the truest afiection and respecf 
^'You ask me whether Miss Martineau made me a 
convert to mesmerism ? Scarcely ; yet I heard miracles 
of its eflScacy, and could hardly discredit the whole of 
what was told me. I even underwent a personal ex- 
periment; and though the result was not absolutely- 
clear^ it was inferred that in time I should prove an ex- 
cellent subject. The question of mesmerism will be 
discussed with little reserve, I believe, in a forthcoming 
work of Miss Martineau's; and I have some painful 
anticipations of the manner in which other subjects^ 
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offering less legitimate ground for specufetion, will be 
handled." 

'^ Your last letter evinced such a sincere and discri-* 
minating admiration for Dr. Arnold, that perhaps you 
will not be wholly uninterested in hearing that, during 
my late visit to Miss Martineau, I saw much more of 
Fox How and its inmates, and daily admired, in the 
widow and children of one of the greatest and best men 
of his time, the possession of qualities the most estimable 
and endearing. Of my kind hostess herself, I cannot 
speak in terms too high. Without being able to share 
all her opinions, philosophical, political, or religious, — 
without adopting her theories, — I yet find a worth and 
greatness in herself, and a consistency, benevolence, per- 
severance in her practice, such as wins the sincerest 
esteem and affection. She is not a person to be judged 
by her writings alone, but rather by her own deeds and 
life, than which nothing can be more exemplary or 
nobler. She seenis to me the benefactress of Ambleside, 
yet takes no sort of credit to herself for 'her active and 
indefatigable philanthropy. The government of her 
household is admirably administered : all she does is 
well done, from the writing of a history down to the 
quietest female occupation. No'sort of carelessness or 
neglect is allowed under her rule, and yet she is not 
over-strict, nor too rigidly exacting : her servants and 
her poor neighbours love as well as respect her. 

** I must not, however, fall into the error of talking 
too much about her merely because my own mind is 
just now deeply impressed with what I have seen of 

K 2 



202 LIFE OF CHARLOTTE BBOKTE. 

her intellectual power and moral worth. Faults she 
has ; but to me they appear very triyial weighed in the 
balance against her excellences.'^ 

*'Your account of Mr. A tallies exactly with 

Miss M ^"s. She^ too^ said that placidity and mildness 

(rather than originality and power) were his external 
characteristics. She described him as a combination of 
the antique Greek sage with the European modem man 
of science. Perhaps it was mere perversity in me to get 
the notion that torpid veins^ and a cold^ slow-beating 
hearty lay under his marble outside. But he is a mate- 
rialist : he serenely denies us our hope of immortality, 
and quietly blots from man's future Heaven and the 
Life to come. That is why a savour of bitterness sea- 
soned my feeUng towards him. 

^^ All you say of Mr. Thackeray is most graphic and 
characteristic. He stirs in me both sorrow and anger. 
Why should, he lead so harassing a life ? Why should 
his mocking tongue so perversely deny the better feel- 
ings of his better moods ? " 

For some time, whenever she was well enough in 
health and spirits, she had been employing herself upon 
" Villette ;" but she was frequently unable to write, and 
was both grieved and angry with herself for her ina- 
bility. In February, she writes as follows to Mr. 
Smith : — 

" Something you say about going to London ; but 
the words are dreamy, and fortunately I am not obliged 
•to hear or answer them. London and summer are 
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many months away : our moors are all white with snow 
just now, and little redbreasts come every morning to 
tte window for crumbs. One can lay no plans three or 
four months beforeh3.nd. Besides, I don't deserve to 
go to London ; nobody merits a change or a treat less. 
I secretly think, on the contrary, I ought to be put in 
prison, and kept on bread and water in solitary confine- 
ment — without even a letter from Cornhill — till I had 
written a book. One of two things would certainly 
result from such a mode of treatment pursued for twelve 
months ; either I should come out at the end of that 
time with a three-volume MS. in my hand, or else with 
a condition of intellect that would exempt me ever after 
from literary efforts and expectations." 

Meanwhile, she was disturbed and distressed by the 
publication of Miss Martineau's " Letters," &c. ; they 
came down with a peculiar force and heaviness upon a 
l.eart that looked, with fond and earnest faith, to a fu- 
ture life as to the meeting-place with those who were 
" loved and lost awhile." 

"Feb. 11th, 1851. 

^^My dear Sir, — Have you yet read Miss Marti- 
neau's and Mr. Atkinson's new work, • Letters on the 
Nature and Development of Man?' If you have not, 
it would be worth your while to do so. 

*^ Of the impression this book has made on me, I will 
not now say much. It is the first exposition of avowed 
atheism and materialism I have ever read j the first un- 
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equivocal declaration of disbelief in the existence of a 
God or a future life I have ever seen* In judging of 
such exposition and declaration^ one would wish entirely 
to put aside the sort of instinctive horror they awaken^ 
and to consider them in an impartial spirit and collected 
mood. This I find it difficult to do. The strangest 
thing is^ that we are called on to rejoice over this hope- 
less blank — to receive this bitter bereavement as great 
gain -^ to welcome this unutterable desolation as a state 
of pleasant freedom. Who could do this if he would ? 
Who would do it if he could ? 

** Sincerely, for my own part, do I wish to find and 
know the Truth ; but if this be Truth, well may she 
guard herself with mysteries, and cover herself with a 
veil. If this be Truth, man or woman who beholds her 
can but curse the day he or she was born. I said, how- 
ever, I would not dwell on what / thought; I wish 
to hear, rather, what some other person thinks, — some 
one whose feelings are unapt to bias his judgment. 
Read the book, then, in an unprejudiced spirit, and can- 
didly say what you think of it. I mean, of course, if 
you have time — not otherwiseJ** 

And yet she could not bear the contemptuous tone in 
which this work was spoken of by many critics ; it made 
her more indignant than almost any other circumstance 
during my acquaintance with her. Much as she re- 
gretted the publication of the book, she could not see 
that it had given any one a right to sneer at an action, 
certainly prompted by no worldly motive, and which 
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was but one error — the gravity of which she admitted 
— in the conduct of a person who had, all her life long, 
been striving, by deep thought and noble words, to 
serve her kind. 

'* Your remarks on Miss Martineau and her book 
pleased me greatly, from their tone and spirit. I have 
even taken the liberty of transcribing for her benefit one 
or two phrases, because I know they will cheer her ; 
she likes sympathy and appreciation (as all people do 
who deserve them) ; and most fully do I agree with you 
in the dislike you express of that hard, contemptuous 
tone in which her work is spoken of by many critics." 

Before I return from the literary opinions of the 
author to the domestic interests of the woman, I must 
copy out what she felt and thought about " The Stones 
of Venice." 

" ^ The Stones of Venice* seem nobly laid and chiselled. 
How grandly the quarry of vast marbles is disclosed ! 
Mr. Kuskin seems to me one of the few genuine writers, 
as distinguished from book-makers, of this age. His 
earnestness even amuses me in certain passages ; for I 
cannot help laughing to think how utilitarians will fume 
and fret over his deep, serious (and as they will think), 
fanatical reverence for Art. That pure and severe 
mind you ascribed to him speaks in every line. He 
writes like a consecrated Priest of the Abstract and 
Ideal. 
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*' I shall bring with me * The Stones of Venice ; ' all 
the foundations of marble and of granite, together with 
the mighty quarry out of which they were hewn ; and, 
into the bargain, a small assortment of crotchets and 
dicta — the private property of one John Kuskin, Esq." 

As spring drew on, the depression of spirits to which 
she was subject began to grasp her again, and "to crush 
her with a day- and night-mare." She became afraid of 
sinking as low as she had done in the autumn ; and to 
avoid this, she prevailed on her old friend and school- 
fellow to come and stay with her for a few weeks in 
March. She found great benefit from this companion- 
ship,— ^ both from the congenial society in itself, and 
from the self-restraint of thought imposed by the 
necessity of entertaining her and looking after her 
comfort. On this occasion. Miss Bronte said, " It will 
not do to get into the habit of running away from home, 
and thus temporarily evading an oppression instead of 
facing, wrestling with and cdnquering it, or being con- 
quered by it." 

I shall now make an extract from one of her letters, 
which is purposely displaced as to time. I quote it 
because it relates to a third offer of marriage which she 
had, and because I find that some are apt to imagine, 
from the eitraordinary power with which she represented 
the passion of love in her novels, that she herself was 
easily susceptible of it. 
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"Could I ever feel enough for , to accept of him as 

a husband? Friendship — gratitude — esteem — I have; 
but each moment he came near me^ and that I could see 
his eyes fastened on me, my veins ran ice. Now that he 
is away, I feel far more gently towards him ; it is only 
close by that I grow rigid, stiffening with a strange 
mixture of apprehension and anger, which nothing 
softens but his retreat, and a perfect subduing of his 
manner. I did not want to be proud, nor intend to be 
proud, but I was forced to be so. Most true it is, that 
we are over-ruled by One above us ; that in His hands 
our very will is as clay in the hands of the potter." 

I have now named all the offers of marriage she ever 
received, until that was made which she finally ac- 
cepted. The gentleman referred to in this letter, re- 
tained so much regard for her as to be her friend to the 
end of her life ; a circumstance to his credit and to hers. 

Before her friend E took her departure, Mr. 

Bronte caught cold, and continued for some weeks much 
out of health, with an attack of bronchitis. His spirits 
too, became much depressed; and all his daughter's 
efibrts were directed towards cheering him. 

When he grew better, and had regained his previous 
strength, she resolved to avail herself of an invitation 
which she had received some time before, to pay a visit 
in London. This year, 1851, was, as every one re- 
members, the time of the great Exhibition ; but even 
with that attraction in prospect, she did not intend^ to 
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Btay there long; and, as usual, she oaade an agreement 
with her friends, before finally accepting their ofiered 
hospitality, that her sojourn at their house was to be as 
quiet as ever, since any other way of proceeding disagreed 
with her both mentally and physically. She never 
looked excited except for a moment, when something in 
conversation called her out ; but she often felt so, even 
about comparative trifles, and the exhaustion of reaction 
was sure to follow. Under such circumstances, she 
always became extremely thin and haggard; yet she 
averred that the change invariably did her good after- 
wards. 

Her preparations in the way of dress for this visit, in 
the gay time of that gay season, were singularly in 
accordance with her feminine taste ; quietly anxious to 
satisfy her love for modest, dainty, neat attire, and not 
regardless of the becoming, yet remembering consistency, 
both with her general appearance and with her means, 
in every selection she made. 

*' By the bye, I meant to ask you when you went to 
Leeds, to do a small errand for me, but fear your hands 
will be too full of business. It was merely this : in 
case you chanced to be in any shop where the lace 
cloaks, both black and white, of which I spoke, were 
sold, to ask their price. I suppose they would hardly 
like to send a few to Haworth to be looked at ; indeed, 
if they cost very much, it would be useless, but if they 
are reasonable and they would send them, I should like 
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to see them ; and also some chemisettes of small size^ 
(the full woman's size don't fit me) both of simple 
style for every day and good quality for best." .... 
*^ It appears I could not rest satisfied when I was well 
off. I told you I had taken one of the black lace 
mantles, but when I came to try it with the black satin 
dress, with which I should chiefly want to wear it, I 
found the effect was far from good ; the beauty of the 
lace was lost, and it looked somewhat brown and rusty; 

I wrote to Mr. , requesting him to change it for 

a white mantle of the same price ; he was extremely 
courteous, and sent to London for one, which I have got 
this morning. The price is less, being but 1/. 14«. Od.\ 
it is pretty, neat and light, looks well on black ; and 
upon reasoning the matter over, 1 came to the philo- 
sophic conclusion, that it would be no shame for a 
person of my means to wear a cheaper thing ; so I think 
I shall take it, and if you ever see it and call it 
' trumpery ' so much the worse.'* 

"Do you know that I was in Leeds on the very same 
day with you — last * Wednesday? I had thought of 
telling you where I was going, and having your help 
and company in buying a bonnet, &c., but then I re- 
flected this would merely be making a selfish use of you, 
so I oetermined to manage or mismanage the matter 
alone. I went to Hurst and HalFs for the bonnet, and 
got one which seemed grave and quiet there amongst all 
the splendours ; but now it looks infinitely too gay with 
its pink lining, I saw some beautiful silks of pale sweet 
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colours, but had not the spirit nor the means to launch 
out at the rate of five shillings per yard, and went and 
bought a black silk at three shillings after all. I rather 
regret this, because papa says he would have lent me a 
sovereign if he had known. I believe, if you had been 
there, you would have forced me to get into debt. • • • 

I really can no more come to B before I go to 

London than I can fly. I have quantities of sewing to 
do, as well as household matters to arrange, before I 
leave, as they will clean, &c. in my absence. Besides, I 
am grievously afflicted with headache, which I trust to 
change of air for relieving ; but meantime, as it proceeds 
from the stomach, it makes me very thin and grey; 
neither you nor anybody else would fatten me up or 
put me into good condition for the visit; it is fated 
otherwise. No matter. Calm your passion ; yet I am 
glad to see it. Such spirit seems to prove health. 
Good bye, in haste. 

**Your poor mother is like Tabby, Martha and Papa; 
all these fancy I am somehow, by some mysterious pro- 
cess, to be married in London, or to engage myself to 
matrimony. How I smile internally I How groundless 
and improbable is the idea I Papa seriously told me 
yesterday, that if I married and left him he should give 
up housekeeping and go into lodgings I '* 

I copy the following, for the sake of the few words 
describing the appearance of the heathery moors in late 
summer. 
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TO SYDNEY DOBELL, ESQ. 

" May 24tb, 1851. 

My dear Sir, — I hasten to send Mrs. Dobell the 
autograph. It was the word * Album ' that frightened 
me : I thought she wished me to write a sonnet on pur- 
pose for it, which I could not do. 

/* Your proposal respecting a journey to Switzerland 
is deeply kind ; it draws me with the force of a mighty 
Temptation, but the stern Impossible holds me back. 
No I I cannot go to Switzerland this summer. 

"Why did the editor of the * Eclectic,' erase that 
most powerful and pictorial passage ? He could not be 
insensible to its beauty ; perhaps he thought it profane. 
Poor man 1 

" I know nothing of such an orchard-country as you 
describe. I have never seen such a region. Our hills 
only confess the coming of summer by growing green 
with young fern and moss, in secret little hollows. 
Their bloom is reserved for autumn; then they bum with 
a kind of dark glow, different, doubtless, from the blush 
of garden blossoms. About the close of next month, I 
expect to go to London, to pay a brief and quiet visit. 
I fear chance will not be so propitious as to bring you 
to town while I am there ; otherwise, how glad I should 
be if you would call. With kind regards to Mrs. Dobell, 
— Believe me, sincerely yours, 

«C. Bronte.'' 

Her next letter is dated from London. 
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" June 2nd. 

'*I came here on Wednesday, being summoned a day 
sooner than I expected, in order to be in time for Thacke- 
ray's second lecture, which was delivered on Thursday 
afternoon. This, as you may suppose, was a genuine 
treat to me, and I was glad not to miss it. It was given 
in Willis' Rooms, where the Almacks balls are held — a 
great painted and gilded saloon with long sofas for 
benches. The audience was said to be the cream of 
London society, and it looked so. I did not at all 
expect the great lecturer would know me or notice me 
under these circumstances, with admiring duchesses and 
countesses seated in rows before him ; but he met me as 
I entered — shook hands — took me to his mother, whom 
I had not before seen, and introduced me. She is a 
fine, handsome, young-looking old lady; was very 
gracious, and called with one of her grand-daughters 
next day. 

Thackeray called too, separately. I had a long talk 
with him, and I think he knows me now a little better 
than he did : but of this I cannot yet be sure ; he is a 
great and strange man. There is quite a furor for his 
lectures. They are a sort of essays, characterised by 
his own peculiar originality and power, and delivered 
with a finished taste and ease, which is felt, but cannot 
be described. Just before th/B lecture began, somebody 
came behind me, leaned over and said, ' Permit me, as a 
Yorkshireman, to introduce myself.' I turned round — 
saw a strange, not handsome, face^ which puzzled me for 
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half a minute, and then I said, ' You are Lord Carlisle.' 
He nodded and smiled ; he talked a few minutes very 
pleasantly and courteously. 

^^ Afterwards came another man with the same plea, 
that he was a Yorkshireman, and this turned out to be 
Mr. Monckton Milnes. Then came Dr. Forbes, whom I 
was sincerely glad to see. On Friday, I went to the 
Crystal Palace ; it is a marvellous, stirring, bewildering 
sight — a mixture of a genii palace, and a mighty 
bazaar, but it is not much in my way ; I liked the 
lecture better. On Saturday I saw the Exhibition at 
Somerset House ; about half a dozen of the pictures are 
good and interesting, the rest of little worth. Sunday 
— yesterday — was a day to be marked with a white 
stone; through most of the day I was very happy, 
without being tired or over -excited. In the afternoon, 
I went to hear D'Aubign^, the great Protestant 
French preacher; it was pleasant — half sweet, half 
sad— and strangely suggestive to hear the French 
language once more. For health, I have so far got 
on very fairly, considering that I came here far from 
well." 

The lady, who accompanied Miss Bronte to the 
lecture at Thackeray's alluded to, says that, soon after 
they had taken their places, she was aware that he was 
pointing out her companion to several of his friends, 
but she hoped that Miss Bronte herself would not 
perceive it. After some time, however, during which 
many heads bad been turned round, and many glasses 
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put up, in order to look at the author of " Jane Eyre," 
Miss Bronte said, *^ I am afraid Mr. Thackeray has 
been playing me a trick ; " but she soon became too 
much absorbed in the lecture to notice the attention 
which was being paid to her, except when it was directly 
offered, as in the case of Lord Carlisle and Mr. 
Monckton Milnes. When the lecture was ended, 
Mr. Thackeray came down from the platform, and 
making his way towards her, asked her for her opinion. 
This she mentioned to me not many days afterwards, 
adding remarks almost identical with those which I 
subsequently read in ** Villette," where a similar action 
on the part of M. Paul Emanuel is related. 

^^ As our party left the Hall, he stood at the entrance; 
he saw and knew me, and lifted his hat ; he offered his 
hand in passing, and uttered the words '* Qu'en dites- 
vous ? ' — question eminently characteristic, and re- 
minding me, even in this his moment of triumph, of that 
inquisitive restlessness, that absence of what I con- 
sidered desirable self-control, which were amongst his 
faults. He should not have cared just then to ask 
wliat I thought, or what anybody thought ; but he did 
care, and he was too natural to conceal, too impulsive 
to repress his wish. Well 1 if I blamed his over- 
eagerness, I liked his naivete. I would have praised 
him ; I had plenty of praise in my heart ; but alas 1 no 
words on my lips. Who has words at the right moment ? 
I stammered some lame expressions ; but was truly glad 
when other people, coming up with profuse congratu- 
lations, covered my deficiency by their redundancy." 
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As they were preparing to leave the room^ her com- 
panion saw with dismay that many of the audience 
were forming themselves into two lines, on each side of 
the aisle down which they had to pass before reaching 
the door. Aware that any delay would only make the 
ordeal more trying, her friend took Miss Bronte's arm 
in hers^ and they went along the avenue of eager and 
admiring faces. During this passage through the 
** cream of society," Miss Bronte's hand trembled to 
such a degree, that her companion feared lest she should 
turn faint and be unable to proceed ; and she dared not 
express her sympathy or try to give her strength by any 
touch or word, lest it might bring on the crisis she 
dreaded. 

Surely, such thoughtless manifestation of curiosity is 
a blot on the scutcheon of true politeness ! The rest of 
the account of this, her longest visit to London, shall 
be told in her own words. 

*' I sit down to write to you this morning in an inex- 
pressibly flat state ; having spent the whole of yesterday 
and the day before in a gradually increasing headache, 
which grew at last rampant and violent, ended with 
excessive sickness, and this morning I am quite weak 
and washy. I hoped to leave my headaches behind me 
at Haworth ; but it seems I brought them carefully 
packed in my trunk, and very much have they been in 

my way since I came Since I wrote last, I 

have seen various things worth describing ; Bachel, the 
great French actress, amongst the number. But to-day 
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I really have no pith for the task. I can only wish 
you good bye with all my heart." 

^^ I cannot boast that London has agreed with me 
well this time ; the oppression of frequent headache, 
sickness, and a low tone of spirits, has poisoned many 
moments which might otherwise have been pleasant. 
Sometimes I have felt this hard, and been tempted to 
murmur at Fate, which compels me to comparative 
silence and solitude for eleven months in the year, and 
in the twelfth, while offering social enjoyment, takes 
away the vigour and cheerfulness which should turn it 
to account. But circumstances are ordered for us, and 
we must submit." 

" Your letter would have been answered yesterday, 
but I was already gone out before post time, and was 
out all day. People are very kind, and perhaps I shall 
be glad of what I have seen afterwards, but it is often a 
little trying at the time. On Thursday, the Marquis of 
Westminster asked me to a great party, to which I was 

to go with Mrs. D , a beautiful, and, I think, a 

kind woman too ; but this I resolutely declined. On 

Friday I dined at the 's, and met Mrs. D and 

Mr. Monckton Milnes. On Saturday I went to hear and 
see Bachel ; a wonderful sight — terrible as if the earth 
had cracked deep at your feet, and revealed a glimpse of 
hell. I shall never forget it. She made me shudder 
to the marrow of my bones; in her some fiend has 
certainly taken up an incarnate home. She is not a 

woman ; she is a snake ; she is the . On Sunday 

I went to the Spanish Ambassador's Chapel, where 
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Cardinal Wiseman, in his archiepiscopal robes and mitre, 
held a confirmation. The whole scene was impiously 
theatrical. Yesterday (Monday) I was sent for at ten 
to breakfast with Mr. Eogers, the patriarch-poet. Mrs. 

D and Lord Glenelg were there ; no one else : this 

certainly proved a most calm, refined, and intellectual 
treat. After breakfast. Sir David Brewster came to 
take us to the Crystal Palace. I had rather dreaded 
this, for Sir David is a man of profoundest science, and 
I feared it would be impossible to understand his expla- 
nations -of the mechanism, &c. ; indeed, I hardly knew 
how to ask him questions. I was spared all trouble : 
without being questioned, he gave information in the 
kindest and simplest manner. After two hours spent 
at the Exhibition, and where, as you may suppose, I 
was very tired, we had to go to Lord Westminster's, 
and spend two hours more in looking at the collection 
of pictures in his splendid gallery." 

To another friend she writes: — 

** may have told you that I have spent a month 

in London this summer. When you come, you shall ask 
what questions you like on that point, and I will answer 
to the best of my stammering ability. Do not press me 
much on the subject of the * Crystal Palace.' I went there 
five times, and certainly saw some interesting things, 
and the ' coup d'oeil' is striking and bewildering enough; 
but I never was able to get up any raptures on the 

VOL. II. . L 
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subject^ and each renewed visit was made under coercion 
rather than my own free will. It is an excessively 
bustling place; and^ after all, its wonders appeal too 
exclusively to the eye, and rarely touch the heart or head. 
I make an exception to the last assertion, in favour of 
those who possess a large range of scientific knowledge. 
Once I went with Sir David Brewster, and perceived 
that he looked on objects with other eyes than mine." 

Miss Bronte returned from London by Manchester, 
and paid us a visit of a couple of days at the end of 
June. The weather was so intensely hot, and she 
herself so much fatigued with her London sight-seeing, 
that we did little but sit in-doors, with open windows, 
and talk. The only thing she made a point of exerting 
herself to procure was a present for Tabby. It was to 
be a shawl, or rather a large handkerchief, such as she 
could pin across her neck and shoulders, in the old- 
fashioned country manner. Miss Bronte took great 
pains in seeking out one which she thought would ' 
please the old woman. 

On her arrival at home, she addressed the following 
letter to the friend with whom she had been staying in 
London : — 



"Haworth, July 1st, 1851. 

** My dear Mrs. Smith, — Once more I am at home, 
where, I am thankful to say, I found my father very 
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well. The journey to Manchester was a little hot and 
dusty^ but otherwise pleasant enough. The two stout 
gentlemen, who filled a portion of the carriage when I 
got in, quitted it at Bugby, and two other ladies and 
myself had it to ourselves the rest of the way. The visit 
to Mrs. Gaskell formed a cheering break in the journey. 
Haworth Parsonage is rather a contrast, yet even 
Haworth Parsonage does not look gloomy in this bright 
summer weather ; it is somewhat still, but with the 
windows open I can hear a bird or two singing on certain 
thorn-trees in the garden. My father and the servants 
think me looking better than when I left home, and I 
certainly feel better myself for the change. You are 
too much like your son to render it advisable I should 
say much about your kindness during my visit. How- 
ever, one cannot help (like Captain Cuttle) making a 
note of these matters. Papa says I am to thank you in 
his name, and ofier you his respects, which I do accord- 
ingly. — With truest regards to all your circle, believe 
me very sincerely yours, 

« C. Bronte." 



"July 8th, 1851. 

'*My dear Sir, — Thackeray's last lecture must, I 
think, have been his best. What he says about Sterne 
is true. His observations on literary men, and their 
social obligations and individual duties, seem to me 
also true and full of mental and moral vigour. • • 
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. . . The International Copyright Meeting seems 
to have had but a barren result, judging from the 
report in the Literary Gazette. I cannot see that Sir 
E. Bulwer and the rest did anything ; nor can I well see 
what it is in their power to do. The argument brought 
forward about the damage accruing to American national 
literature from the present piratical system, is a good and 
sound argument, but I am afraid the publishers — honest 
men — are not yet mentally prepared to give such 
reasoning due weight. I should think, that which refers 
to the injury inflicted upon themselves, by an oppressive 
competition in piracy, would influence them more ; but, 
I suppose, all established matters, be they good or evil, 
are diflicult to change. About the * Phrenological 
Character' I must not say a word. Of your own 
accord, you have found the safest point from which to 
view it : I will not say * look higher 1 ' I think you see 
the matter as it is desirable we should all see what relates 
to ourselves. If I had a right to whisper a word of 
counsel, it should be merely this : whatever your present 
self may be, resolve with all your strength of resolution, 
never to degenerate thence. Be jealous of a shadow 
of falling off. Determine rather to look above that 
standard, and to strive beyond it. Everybody appre- 
ciates certain social properties, and likes his neighb6ur 
for possessing them; but perhaps few dwell upon a 
friend's capacity for the intellectual, or care how this 
might expand, if there were but facilities allowed for 
cultivation, and space given for growth. It seems to 
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me that, even should such space and facilities be denied 
by stringent circumstances and a rigid fate, still it 
should do you good fully to know, and tenaciously 
to remember, that you have such a capacity. When 
other people overwhelm you with acquired knowledge, 
such as you have noj; had opportunity, perhaps not 
application, to gain — derive not pride, but support from 
the thought. If no new books had ever been written, 
some of these minds would themselves have remained 
blank pages : they only take an impression ; they were 
not born with a record of thought on the brain, or an 
instinct of sensation on the heart. If I had never seen 
a printed volume. Nature would have offered my per- 
ceptions a varying picture of a continuous narrative, 
which, without any other teacher than herself, would 
have schooled me to knowledge, unsophisticated, but 
genuine. 

^* Before I received your last, I had made up my 
mind to tell you that I should expect no letter for three 
months to come (intending afterwards to extend this 
abstinence to six months, for I am jealous of becoming 
dependent on this indulgence : you doubtless cannot see 
why, because you do not live my life). Nor shall I now 
expect a letter ; but since you say that you would like to 
write now and then, I cannot say * never write,' without 
imposing on my real wishes a falsehood which they 
reject, and doing to them a violence, to which they 
entirely refuse to submit. I can only observe that when 
it pleases you to write, whether seriously or for a little 
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amusement, your notes, if they come to me, will come 

where they are welcome. Tell I will try to 

cultivate good spirits, as assiduously as she cultivates 
her geraniums." 
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CHAPTER X. 

Soon after she returned home, her friend paid her a 
visit. While she stayed at Haworth, Miss Bronte 
wrote the letter from which the following extract is 
taken. The strong sense and right feeling displayed in 
it on the subject of friendship, sufficiently account for 
the constancy of affection which Miss Bronte earned 
from all those who once became her friends. 

TO W. S. WILLIAMS, ESQ. 

"July 21st, 1851. 

^* ... I could not help wondering whether Cornhill 
will ever change for me, as Oxford has changed for you. 
I have some pleasant associations connected with it now 
— will these alter their character some day ? 

*' Perhaps they may — though I have faith to the 
contrary, because, I think, I do not exaggerate my 
partialities; I think I take faults along with excel- 
lences — blemishes together with beauties. And, be- 
sides, in the matter of friendship, I have observed 
that disappointment here arises chiefly, not from liking 
our friends too well, or thinking of them too highly, 
but rather from an over-estimate of their liking for and 
opinion of us; and that if we guard ourselves with 
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sufficient scrupulousness of care from error in this di- 
rection^ and can be content* and even happy to give 
more affection than we receive — can make just com- 
parison of circumstances^ and be severely accurate in 
drawing inferences thence^ and never let self-love blind 
our eyes — I think we may manage to get through life 
with consistency and constancy^ imembittered by that 
misanthropy which springs from revulsions of feeling. 
All this sounds a little metaphysical^ but it is good sense 
if you consider it^ The moral of it is, that if we would 
build on a sure foundation in friendship, we must love 
our friends for their sakes rather than for our own ; we 
must look at their truth to themselves^ full as much as 
their truth to us. In the latter case, every wound to 
self-love would be a cause of coldness ; in the former, 
only some painful change in the friend's character and 
disposition — some fearful breach in his allegiance to his 
better self — could alienate the heart. 

^^ How interesting your old maiden-cousin's gossip 
about your parents must have been to you ; and how 
gratifying to find that the reminiscence turned on none 
but pleasant facts and characteristics I Life must, in- 
deed, be slow in that little decaying hamlet amongst 
the chalk hills. After all, depend upon it, it is better 
to be worn out with work in a thronged community, 
than to perish of inaction in a stagnant solitude : take 
this truth into consideration whenever you get tired of 
work and bustle." 

I received a letter from her a little later than this ; 
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and though there is reference throughout to what I 
must have said in writing to her, all that it called forth 
in reply is so peculiarly characteristic, that I cannot 
prevail upon myself to pass it over without a few ex- 
tracts: — 

'* Haworth, Aug. Gth, 1851. 

** My dear Mrs. Gaskell, — I was too much pleased 
with your letter, when I got it at last, to feel disposed 
to murmur now about the delay. 

*' About a fortnight ago, I received a letter from Miss 
Martineau ; also a long letter, and treating precisely the 
same subjects on which yours dwelt, viz., the Exhi- 
bition and Thackeray's last lecture. It was interesting 
mentally to place the two documents side by side — to 
study the two aspects of mind — to view, alternately, the 
same scene through two mediums. Full striking was 
the difference ; and the more striking because it was 
not the rough contrast of good and evil, but the more 
subtle opposition, the more delicate diversity of different 
kinds of good. The excellences of one nature resembled 
(I thought) that of some sovereign medicine — harsh, 
perhaps, to the taste, but potent to invigorate ; the good 
of the other seemed more akin to the nourishing e£Scacy 
of our daily bread. It is not bitter ; it is not lusciously 
sweet : it pleases, without flattering the palate ; it sus- 
tains, without forcing the strength. 

** I very much agree with you in all you say. For 
the sake of variety, I could almost wish that the concord 
of opinion were less complete. 

L 2 
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** To begin with Trafalgar Square. My taste goes 
with yours and Meta's completely on this point. I have 
always thought it a fine site (and sight also). The view 
from the summit of those steps has ever struck me as 
grand and imposing — Nelson Column included: the 
fountains I could dispense with. With respect, also, to 
the Crystal Palace, my thoughts are precisely yours. 

** Then I feel sure you speak justly of Thackeray's 
lecture. You do well to set aside odious comparisons, 
and to wax impatient of that trite twaddle about 
* nothing newness' — a jargon which simply proves, in 
those who habitually use it, a coarse and feeble faculty 
of appreciation ; an inability to discern the relative value 
of originality and novelty ; a lack of that refined per- 
ception which, dispensing with the stimulus of an ever- 
new subject, can derive sufficiency of pleasure from 
freshness of treatment. To such critics, the prime of a 
summer morning would bring no delight ; wholly occu- 
pied with railing at their cook for not having provided 
a novel und piquant breakfast-dish, they would remain 
insensible to such influences as lie in sunrise, dew, and 
breeze : therein would be * nothing new.' 

** Is it Mr. 's family experience which has in- 
fluenced your feelings about the Catholics ? I own, I 
cannot be sorry for this commencing change. Good 
people — very good people — I doubt not, there are 
amongst the Komanists, but the system is not one 
which should have such sympathy as yours. Look at 
Popery taking off the mask in Naples ! 
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*^ I have read the * Saints' Tragedy.' As a * work of 
art' it seems to me far superior to either ^ Alton Locke' 
or ^ Yeast.' Faulty it may be, crude and unequal, yet 
there are portions where some of the deep chords of 
human nature are swept with a hand which is strong 
even while it falters. We see throughout (I think) that 
Elizabeth has not, and never bad, a mind perfectly sane. 
From the time that she was what she herself, in the 
exaggeration of her humility, calls ^ an idiot girl,' to the 
hour when she lay moaning in visions on her dying bed, 
a slight craze runs through her whole existence. This 
is good : this is true. A sound mind, a healthy intellect, 
would have dashed the priest-power to the wall ; would 
have defended her natural affections from his grasp, as a 
lioness defends her young ; would have been as true to 
husband and children, as your leal-hearted little Maggie 
was to her Frank. Only a mind weak with some fatal 
flaw could have been influenced as was this poor saint's. 
But what anguish — what struggles I Seldom do I cry 
over books ; but here, my eyes rained as I read.- When 
Elizabeth turns her face to the wall — I stopped — 
there needed no more. 

" Deep truths are touched on in this tragedy — 
touched on, not fully elicited ; truths that stir a pecu- 
liar pity — a compassion hot with wrath, and bitter with 
pain. This is no poet's dream: we know that such 
things have been done; that minds have been thus 
subjugated, and lives thus laid waste. 

** Remember me kindly and respectfully to Mr* 
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Gaskell, and though I have not Been Marianne, I must 
beg to include her in the love I send the others. Could 
you manage to convey a small kiss to that dear, but 
dangerous little person, Julia ? She surreptitiously 
possessed herself of a minute fraction of my hearty 
which has been missing ever since I saw her. — Believe 
me, sincerely and affectionately^ours, 

^, " C. Bbonte." 



The reference which she makes at the end of this 
letter is to my youngest little girl, between whom and 
her a strong mutual attraction existed. The child would 
steal her little hand into Miss Bronte's scarcely larger 
one, and each took pleasure in this apparently un- 
observed caress. Yet once when I told Julia to take 
and show her the way to some room in the house, Miss 
Bronte shrunk back : " Do not bid her do anything for 
me," she said ; ^^ it has been so sweet hitherto to have 
her rendering her little kindnesses spontaneously.^^ 

As illustrating her feelings with regard to children, 
I may give what she says in another of her letters to 
me. 

^^ Whenever I see Florence and Julia again, I shall 
feel like a fond but bashful suitor, who views at a dis- 
tance the fair personage to whom, in his clownish awe, 
he dare not risk a near approach. Such is the clearest 
idea I can give you of my feeling towards children I 
like, but to whom I am a stranger ; — and to what 
children am I not a stranger ? They seem to me little 
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wonder^ ; their talk^ their ways are all matter of half- 
admiring, half-puzzled speculation." 

The following is part of a long letter which I received 
from her, dated September 20th, 1851 : — 

*' • . . Beautiful are those sentences out of James 
Martineau's sermons ; some of them gems most pure and 
genuine; ideas deeply conceived, finely expressed. I 
should like much to see his review of his sister's book. 
Of all the articles respecting which you question me, I 
have seen none, except that notable one in the ^ West- 
minster' on the Emancipation of Women. But why 
are you and I to think (perhaps I should rather say to 
feet) so exactly alike on some points that there can be 
no discussion between us? Your words on this paper 
express my thoughts. Well-argued it is, — clear, logical, 
— but vast is the hiatus of omission ; harsh the conse- 
quent jar on every finer chord of the soul. What is this 
hiatus ? I think I know ; and, knowing, I will venture 
to say. I think the writer forgets there is such a thing 
as self-sacrificing love and disinterested devotion. When 
I first read the paper, I thought it was the work of a 
powerful-minded, clear-headed woman, who had a hard, 
jealous heart, muscles of iron, and nerves of bend* 
leather ; of a woman who longed for power, and had 
never felt affection. To many wonfen affection is sweet, 
and power conquered indifferent — though we all like 
influence won. I believe J. S. Mill would make a hard, 

♦ " Bend,*' in Yorkshire, is strong ox leather. 
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dry, dismal world of it; and yet he speaks admirable 
sense through a great portion of his article — especially 
when he says, that if there be a natural unfitness in 
women for men's employment, there is no need to 
make laws on the subject ; leave all careers open ; let 
them try ; those who ought to succeed will succeed, or, 
at least, will have a fair chaqce — the incapable will fall 
back into their right place. Se likewise disposes of the 
* maternity ' question very neapy. In short, J. S. Mill's 
head is, I dare say, very good, but I feel disposed to 
scorn his heart. You are right when you say that there 
is a large margin in human nature over which the logi- 
cians have no dominion ; glad am I that it is so. 

*' I send by this post Buskin's * Stones of Venice^' 
and I hope you and Meta will find passages in it that 
will please you. Some parts would be dry and technical 
were it not for the character, the uiarked individuality 
which pervades every page. I wish Marianne had 
come to speak to me at the lecture; it would have 
given me such pleasure. What you say of that small 
sprite Julia, amuses me much. I believe you don't 
know that she has a great deal of her mama's nature 
(modified) in her; yet I think you will find she has as 
she grows up. 

** Will it not be a great mistake, if Mr. Thackeray 
should deliver his lectures at Manchester under such 
circumstances and conditions as will exclude people like 
you and Mr. Gaskell from the number of his audience ? 
I thought his London -plan too narrow. Charles Dickens 
would not thus limit his sphere of action. 
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You charge me to write about myself. What can 
I say on that precious topic? My health is pretty 
good. My spirits are not always alike. Nothing hap- 
pens to me. I hope and expect little in this worlds and 
am thankful that I do not despond and suffer more. 
Thank you for inquiring after our old servant; she is 
pretty well; the little shawl^ &c. pleased her much. 
Papa likewise, I am glad to say, is pretty well ; with 
his and my kindest regards to you and Mr. Gaskell — 
Believe me sincerely and affectionately yours, 

« C. Bronte." 

Before the autumn was far advanced, the usual effects 
of her solitary life, and of the unhealthy situation of 
Ha worth Parsonage, began to appear in the form of sick 
headaches, and miserable, starting, wakeful nights. She 
does not dwell on this in her letters ; but there is an 
absence of all cheerfulness of tone, and an occasional 
sentence forced out of her, which imply far more than 
many words could say. There was illness all through 
the Parsonage household — taking its accustomed forms 
of lingering influenza and low fever ; she herself was 
outwardly the strongest of the family, and all domestic 
exertion fell for a time upon her shoulders. 



TO W. 8. WILLIAMS, ESQ. 

" Sept. 26th. 

*^ As I laid down your letter, after reading with 
interest the graphic account it gives of a very striking 
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scene, I could not help feeling with renewed force a 
truth, trite enough, yet ever impressive ; viz., that it 
is good to be attracted out of ourselves — to be forced 
to take a neat view of the sufferings, the privations, the 
efforts, the difficulties of others. If we ourselves live 
in fulness of content, it is well to be reminded that 
thousands of our fellow-creatures undergo a different 
lot ; it is well to have sleepy sympathies excited, and 
lethargic selfishness shaken up. If, on the other hand, 
we be contending with the special grief, — the intimate 
trial, — the peculiar bitterness with which God has seen 
fit to mingle our own cup of existence, — it is very good 
to know that our overcast lot is not singular ; it stills 
the repining word and thought, — it rouses the flagging 
strength, to have it vividly set before us that there are 
countless afflictions in the world, each perhaps rivalling 
— some surpassing — the private pain over which we 
are too prone exclusively to sorrow. 

*^ All those crowded emigrants had their troubles, — 
their untoward causes of banishment ; you, the looker- 
on, had *your wishes and regrets/ — your anxieties, 
alloying your home happiness and domestic bliss ; and 
the parallel might be pursued further, and still it would 
be true, — still the same; a thorn in the flesh for each; 
some burden, som6 conflict for alL 

** How far this state of things is susceptible of ameli- 
oration from changes in public institutions, — alterations 
in national habits, — may and ought to be earnestly 
considered: but this is a problem not easily solved. 
The evils, as you point them out, are great, real, and 
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most obvious ; the remedy is obscure and yague ; yet 
for such difficulties as spring from over-competition, 
emigration must be good ; the new life in a new country 
must give a new lease of hope; the wider field, less 
thickly peopled, must open a new path for endeavour. 
But I always think great physical powers of exertion 

and endurance ought to accompany such a step 

I am truly glad to hear that an original writer has fallen 
in your way. Originality is the pearl of great price 
in literature, — the rarest, the most precious claim by 
which an author can be recommended. Are not your 
publishing prospects for the coming season tolerably 
rich and satisfactory ? You inquire after * Currer Bell.' 
It seems to me that the absence of his name from your 
list of announcements will leave no blank, and that he 
may at least spare himself the disquietude of thinking 
he is wanted when it is certainly not his lot to appear. 

" Perhaps Currer Bell has his secret moan about 
these matters ; but if so, he will keep it to himself. It 
is an affair about which no words need be wasted, for 
no words can make a change: it is between him and 
his position, his faculties and his fate." 

My husband and I were anxious that she should pay 
us a visit before the winter had set completely in ; and 
she thus wrote, declining our invitation: — 

"Nov. 6th. 

" If anybody would tempt me from home, you would ; 
but, just now, from home I must not, will not go. I 
feel greatly better at present than I did three weeks 
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ago. For a month or six weeks about the eqiiinox 
(autumnal or vernal) is a period of the year which^ I 
have noticed^ strangely tries me. Sometimes the strain 
falls on the mental^ sometimes on the physical part of 
me ; I am ill with neuralgic headache, or I am ground 
to the dust with deep dejection of spirits (not, however, 
such dejection but I caa keep it to myself). That 
weary time has, I think and trust, got over for this 
year. It was the ' anniversary of my poor brother's 
death, and of my sister's failing health : I need say no 
more. 

** As to running away from home every time I have 
a battle of this sort to fight, it would not do : besides, 
the ' weird ' would follow. As to shaking it off, that 

cannot be. I have declined to go to Mrs. , to Miss 

Martineau, and now I decline to go to you. But listen! 
do not think that I throw your kindness away ; or that 
it fails of doing the good you desire. On the contrary, 
the feeling expressed in your letter, — proved by your 
invitation — goes right home where you would have it 
to go, and heals as you would have it to heal. 

** Your description of Frederika Bremer tallies exactly 
with one I read somewhere, in I know not what book. 
I laughed out when I got to the mention of Frederika's 
special accomplishment, given by you with a distinct 
simplicity that, to my taste, is what the French would 
call * impayable.' Where do you find the foreigner who 
is without some little drawback of this description ? It 
is a pity." 
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A visit from Miss Wooler at this period did Miss 
Bronte much good for the time. She speaks of her 
guest's company as being *^ very pleasant," " like good 
wine," both to her father and to herself. But Miss 
Wooler could not remain with her long ; and then again 
the monotony of her life returned upon her in all its 
force ; the only events of her days and weeks consisting 
in the small changes which occasional letters brought. 
It must be remembered that her health was often such 
as to prevent her stirring out of the house in inclement 
or wintry weather. She was liable to sore throaty and 
depressing pain at the chest, and difficulty of breathing, 
on the least exposure to cold. 

A letter from her late visitor touched and gratified 
her much; it was simply expressive of gratitude for 
attention and kindness shown to her, but it wound up 
by saying that she had not for many years experienced 
so much enjoyment as during the ten days passed at 
Haworth. This little sentence called out a wholesome 
sensation of modest pleasure in Miss Bronte's mind ; 
and she says, ^^ it did me good." 

I find, in a letter to a distant friend, written about 
this time, a retrospect of her visit to London. It is too 
ample to be considered as a mere repetition of what she 
had said before ; and, besides, it shows that her first 
impressions of what she saw and heard were not crude 
and transitory, but stood the tests of time and after- 
thought. 



ff 



I spent a few weeks in town last summer, as you 
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have heard ; and was much interested by many things I 
heard and saw there. What now chiefly dwells in my 
memory are Mr. Thackeray's lectures^ Mademoiselle 
Kachel's acting, D'Aubign^'s, Melville's, and Maurice's 
preaching, and the Crystal Palace. 

*' Mr. Thackeray's Ject;iHSI&^*'"you will have seen men- 
tioned and commented on in the papers; they were 
very interesting. I could not always coincide with the 
sentiments expressed, or the opinions broached ; but I 
admired the gentlemanlike ease, the quiet humour, the 
taste, the talent, the simplicity, and the originality of 
the lecturer. 

*^ Rachel's acting transfixed me with wonder, en- 
chained me with interest, and thrilled me with horror. 
The tremendous force with which she expresses the very 
worst passions in their strongest essence forms an exhi- 
bition as exciting as the bull-fights of Spain, and . the 
gladitorial combats of old Borne, and (it sef med to me) 
not one whit more moral than these poiso^d stimulants 
to popular ferocity. It is scarcely hiiiaaan nature that 
she shows you; it is something wilder and worse; the 
feelings and fury of a fiend. The great gift of genius 
she undoubtedly has ; but, I fear, she rather abuses it 
than turns it to good account. 

" With all the three preachers I was greatly pleased. 
Melville seemed to me the most eloquent, Maurice the 
most in earnest ; had I the choice, it is Maurice whose 
ministry I should frequent. 

" On the Crystal Palace I need not comment. You 
must already have heard too much of it. It struck me 
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at the first with only a vague sort of wonder and ad- 
miration ; but having one day the privilege of going 
over it in company with an eminent countryman of 
yours. Sir David Brewster, and hearing, in his friendly 
Scotch accent, his lucid explanation of many things 
that had been to me before a sealed book, I began a 
little better to comprehend it, or at least a small part of 
it: whether its final results will equal expectation, I 
know not." 

Her increasing indisposition subdued her at last^ in 
spite of all her efforts of reason and will. She tried 
to forget oppressive recollections in writing. Her pub- 
lishers were importunate for a new book from her pen. 
*' Villette " was begun, but she lacked power to con- 
tinue it. 

**It is not at all likely" (she says)** that my book will 
be ready at the time you mention. If my health is 
spared, I shall get on with it as fast as is consistent 
with its being done, if not well, yet as well as I can do 
it. Not one whit faster. When the mood leaves me (it 
has left me now, without vouchsafing so much as a word 
or a message when it will return) I put by the MS. 
and wait till it comes back again. God knows, I some- 
times have to wait long — very long it seems to me. 
Meantime, if I might make a request to you, it would 
be this. Please to say nothing about my book till it is 
written, and in your hands. You may not like it. I 
am not myself elated with it as far as it is gone, and 
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authors, you need not be told, are always tenderly in- 
dulgent, even blindly partial to their own. Even if it 
should turn out reasonably well, still I regard it as ruin 
to the prosperity of an ephemeral book like a novel, to 
be much talked of beforehand, as if it were something 
great. People are apt to conceive, or at least to profess, 
exaggerated expectation, such as no performance can 
realise; then ensue disappointment and the due revenge, 
detraction, and failure. If when I write, I were to 
think of the critics who, I know, are waiting for Currer 
Bell, ready ' to break all his bones or ever he com^s to 
the bottom of the den,' my hand would fall paralysed 
on my desk. However, I can but do my best, and then 
muffle my head in the mantle of Patience, and sit down 
at her feet and wait." 

The *' mood " here spoken of did not go off; it had a 
physical origin. Indigestion, nausea, headache, sleep- 
lessness, — all combined to produce miserable depression 
of spirits. A little event which occurred about this 
time, did not tend to cheer her. It was th^ death of 
poor old faithful Keeper, Emily's dog. He had come 
to the Parsonage in the fierce strength of his youth. 
Sullen and ferocious he had met with his master in the 
indomitable Emily. Like most dogs of his kind, he 
feared, respected, and deeply loved her who subdued 
him. He had mourned her with the pathetic fidelity of 
his nature, falling into old age after her death. And 
now, her surviving sister wrote : " Poor old Keeper 
died last Monday morning, after being ill one night ; he 
went gently to sleep ; we laid his old faithful head in 
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the garden. Flossy (the * fat curly-haired dog ') is dull, 
and misses him. There was something very sad in 
losing the old dog; yet lam glad he met a^'natural 
fate. People kept hinting he ought to be put away, 
which neither papa nor I liked to think of." 

When Miss Bronte wrote this, on December 8th, she 
was suffering from a bad cold, and pain in her side. 
Her illness increased, and on December 17 th, she — so 
patient, silent, and enduring of suffering — so afraid of 
any unselfish taxing of others — had to call to her 
friend for help : 

** I cannot at present go to see you, but I would be 
grateful if you could come and see me, even were it 
only for a few days. To speak truth, I have put on 
but a poor time of it during this month past. I kept 
hoping to be better, but was at last obliged to have 
recourse to a medical man. Sometimes I have felt very 
weak and low, and longed much for society, but could 
not persuade myself to commit the selfish act of asking 
you merely for my own relief. The doctor speaks 
encouragingly, but as yet I get no better. As the 
illness has been coming on for a long time, it cannot, I 
suppose, be expected to disappear all at once. I am not 
confined to bed, but I am weak, — have had no appetite 
for about three weeks — and my nights are very bad. 
I am well aware myself that extreme and continuous 
depression of spirits has had much to do with the origin 
of the illness; and I know a little cheerful society 
would do me more good than gallons of medicinew K 
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you can come, come on Friday. "Write to-morrow and 
say whether this be possible, and what time you will be 
at Keighley, that I may send the gig. I do not ask 
you to stay long ; a few days is all I request." 

Of course, her friend went ; and a certain amount of 
benefit was derived from her society, always so grateful 
to Miss Bronte. But the evil was now too deep-rooted 
to be more than palliated for a time by ** the little 
cheerful society" for which she so touchingly be- 
sought. 

A relapse came on before long. She was very ill, 
and the remedies employed took an unusual effect on 
her peculiar sensitiveness of constitution. Mr. Bronte 
was miserably anxious about the state of his only re- 
maining child, for she was reduced to the last degree of 
weakness, as she had been unable to swallow food for 
above a week before. She rallied, and derived her sole 
sustenance from half-a-tea-cup of liquid, administered 
by tea-spoonfuls, in the course of the day. Yet she kept 
out of bed, for her father's sake, and struggled in soli- 
tary patience through her worst hours. 

When she was recovering, her spirits needed support, 
and then she yielded to her friend's entreaty that she 
would visit her. All the time that Miss Bronte's ill- 
ness had lasted, Miss had been desirous of 

coming to her ; but she refused to avail herself of this 
kindness, saying, that ^^ it was enough to burden her- 
self; that it would be misery to annoy another;" and, 
even at her worst time, she tells her friend, with 
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humorous glee, how coolly she had managed to cap- 
ture one of Miss 's letters to Mr. Bronte, which 

she suspected was of a kind to aggravate his alarm 
about his daughter's state, /^ and at once conjecturing 
its tenor, made its contents her own." 

Happily for all parties, Mr. Bronte was wonderfully 
well this winter ; good sleep, good spirits, and an excel- 
lent steady appetite, all seemed to mark vigour ; and in 
such a state of health, Charlotte could leave him to 
spend a week with her friend^ without any great 
anxiety. 

She benefited greatly by the kind attentions and 
cheerful society of the family with whom she went to 
stay. They did not care for her in the least as ** Currer 
Bell," but had known and loved her for years as Char- 
lotte Bronte. To them her invalid weakness was only 
a fresh claim upon their tender regard, from the solitary 
woman, whom they had first known as a little, mother- 
less school-girl. 

Miss Bronte wrote to me about this time, and told 
me something of what she had suffered. 

Feb. 6tb, 1852. 

" Certainly, the past winter has been to me a strange 
time ; had I the prospect before me of living it over 
again, my prayer must necessarily be, * Let this cup 
pass from me.' That depression of spirits, which I 
thought was gone by when I wrote last, came back 
again with a heavy recoil ; internal congestion ensued, 

VOL. II. M 
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and then inflammation. I had severe pain in my right 
side, frequent burning and aching in my chest ; sleep 
almost forsook me, or would never come, except accom- 
panied by ghastly dreams ; appetite vanished, and slow 
fever was my continual companion. It was some time 
before I could bring myself to have recourse to medical 
advice. I thought my lungs were affected, and could 
feel no confidence in the power of medicine. When, 
at last, however, a doctor was consulted, he declared my 
lungs and chest sound, and ascribed all my sufferings to 
derangement of the liver, on which organ it seems the 
inflammation had fallen. This information was a great 
relief to my dear father, as well as to myself; but I 
had subsequently rather sharp medical discipline to un- 
dergo, and waff B^ych reduced. Though not yet well, it 
is with deep thahkmTness that I can say, I am greatly 
better. My sleep, appetite, and strength seem all re- 
turning." 

It was a great interest to her to be allowed an early 
reading of ^' Esmond ; " and she expressed her thoughts 
on the subject, in a criticising letter to Mr. Smith, who 
had given her this privilege. 

"Feb. 14th, 1S52. 

*'My dear Sir, — It has been a great delight to me 
to read Mr. Thackeray's work ; and I so seldom now 
express my sense of kindness that, for once, you must 
permit me, without rebuke, to thank you for a pleasure 
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SO rare and special. Yet I am not going to praise either 
Mr. Thackeray or his book. I have read, enjoyed, been 
interested^ and, after all, feel full as much ire and sorrow 
as gratitude and admiration. And still one can never 
lay down a book of his without the last two feelings 
having their part, be the subject or treatment what it 
may. In the first half of the book, what chiefly struck 
me was the wonderful manner in which the writer 
throws himself into the spirit and letters of the times 
whereof he treats ; the allusions, the illustrations, the 
style, all seem to me so masterly in their exact keeping, 
their harmonious consistency, their nice, natural truth, 
their pure exemption from exaggeration. No second- 
rate imitator can write in that way; no coarse scene- 
painter can charm us with an allusion so delicate and 
perfect. But what bitter satire, what relentless dissec- 
tion of diseased subjects ! Well, and this, too, is right, 
or would be right, if the savage surgeon did not seem 
so fiercely pleased with his work. Thackeray likes to 
dissect an ulcer or an aneurism ; he has pleasure in put- 
ting his cruel knife or probe into quivering, living flesh. 
Thackeray would not like all the world to be good : no 
great satirist would like society to be perfect. 

''As usual, he is unjust to women; quite unjust. 
There is hardly any punishment he does not deserve for 
making Lady Castlewood peep through a keyhole, listen 
at a door^ and be jealous of a boy and a i&ilkmaid. 
Many other things I noticed that, for my part, grieved 
and exasperated me as I read ; but then, again, came 
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passages so true, so deeply thought, eo tenderly felt, one 

could not help forgiving and admiring. 

* * « « « 

But I wish he could be told not to care much for dwell- 
ing on the political or religious intrigues of the times. 
Thackeray, in his heart, does not value political or reli- 
gious intrigues of any age or date. He likes to show 
us human nature at home, as he himself daily sees it ; 
his wonderful observant faculty likes to be in action. 
In him this faculty is a sort of captain and leader ; and 
if ever any passage in his writings lacks interest, it is 
when this master-faculty is for a time thrust into a sub- 
ordinate position. I think such is the case in the 
former half of the present volume. Towards the middle, 
he throws oiF restraint, becomes himself, and is strong to 
the close. Everything now depends on the second and 
third volumes. If, in pith and interest, they fall short 
of the first, a true success cannot ensu^. If the conti- 
nuation be an improvement upon the commencement, if 
the stream gather force as it rolls, Thackeray will tri- 
umph. Some people have been in the habit of terming 
him the second writer of the day ; it just depends on him- 
self whether or not these critics shall be justified in 
their award. He need not be the second. God made 
him second to no man. If I were he, I would show 
myself as I am, not as critics report me ; at any rate, I 
would do my best. Mr. Thackeray is easy and indolent, 
and seldom cares to do his best. Thank you once more ; 
and believe me yours sincerely, 

«C. Bronte." 
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Miss Bronte's health continued such, that she could 
not apply herself to writing as she wished, for many 
weeks after the serious attack from which she had 
suifered. There was not very much to cheer her in the 
few events that touched her interests during this time. 
She heard in March of the death of a friend's rela- 
tion in the Colonies; and we see something of what 
was the corroding dread at her heart. 

" The news of E 's death came to me last week 

in a letter from M ; a long letter, which wrung my 

heart so, in its simple, strong, truthful emotion, I have 
only ventured to read it once. It ripped up half-scarred 
wounds with terrible force. The death-bed was just 
the same, — breath failing, &c. She fears she shall now, 
in her dreary solitude, become a * stern, harsh, selfish 
woman.' This fear struck home ; again and again have 

I felt it for myself, and what is my position to M 's? 

May God help her, as God only can help I " 

Again and again, her friend urged her to leave home; 
nor were various invitations wanting to enable her to do 
this, when these constitutional accesses of low spirits 
preyed too much upon her in her solitude. But she would 
not allow herself any such indulgence, unless it became 
absolutely necessary from the state of her health. She 
dreaded the perpetual recourse to such stimulants as 
change of scene and society, because of the reaction 
that was sure to follow. As far as she could see^ her 
life was ordained to be lonely, and she must subdue her 
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nature to her life, and, if possible, bring the two into 
harmony. When she could employ herself in fiction, 
all was comparatively well. The characters were her 
companions in the quiet hours, which she spent utterly 
alone, unable often to stir out of doors for many days 
together. The interests of the persons in her novels 
supplied the lack of interest in her own life ; and 
Memory and Imagination found their appropriate work, 
and ceased to prey upon her vitals. But too frequently 
she could not write, could not see her people, nor hear 
them speak ; a great mist of headache had blotted them 
out ; they were non existent to her. 

This was the case all through the present spring ; and 
anxious as her publishers were for its completion, 
" Villette '* stood still. Even her letters to her friend 
are scarce and brief. Here and there I find a sentence 
in them which can be extracted, and which is worth 
preserving. 

'* M *8 letter is very Interesting ; it shows a mind 

one cannot but truly admire. Compare its serene 
trusting strength, with poor 's vacillating depen- 
dence. When the latter was in her first burst of happi- 
ness, I never remember the feeling finding vent in 
expressions of gratitude to God. There was always a 
continued claim upon your sympathy in the mistrust 

and doubt she felt of her own bliss. M believes ; 

her faith is grateful and at peace ; yet while happy in 
herself, how thoughtful she is for others I " 
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"March 23rd, 1852. 

" You say, dear E , that you often wish I would 

chat on paper, as you do. How can I ? Where are my 
materials ? Is my life fertile in subjects of chat ? What 
callers do I see ? What visits do I pay ? No, you must 
chat, and I must listen, and say * Yes,' and * No,' and 
* Thank you I ' for five minutes' recreation. 

« * * * • 

" I am amused at the interest you take in politics. 
Don't expect to rouse me ; to me, all ministries and all 
oppositions seem to be pretty much alike. D'Israeli 
was factious as leader of the Opposition ; Lord John 
Russell is going to be factious, now that he has stepped 
into D'Israeli's shoes. Lord Derby's * Christian love 
and spirit/ is worth three half-pence farthing." 

TO W. S. WILLIAMS, ESQ. 

"March 25th, 1852. 

*^ My dear Sir, — Mr. Smith intimated a short time 
since, that he had some thoughts of publishing a reprint 
of * Shirley.' Having revised the work, I now enclose 
the errata. I have likewise sent off to-day, per rail, a 
return-box of Cornhill books. 

** I have lately read with great pleasure, * The Two 
Families.' This work, it seems, should have reached me 
in January ; but owing to a mistake, it was detained at 
the Dead Letter Office, and lay there nearly two months. 
I liked the commencement very much ; the close seemed 
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to roe scarcely equal to * Rose Douglas/ I thought 
the authoress committed a mistake in shifting the main 
interest from the two personages on whom it first rests I 

— viz., Ben Wilson and Mary — to other characters of 
quite inferior conception. Had she made Ben and 
Mary her hero and heroine, and continued the develop- 
ment of their fortunes and characters in the same truth- 
ful natural vein in which she commences it, an excellent, 
even an original, book might have been the result. As 
for Lilias and Konald, they are mere romantic figments, 
with nothing of the genuine Scottish peasant about 
them ; they do not even speak the Caledonian dialect ; 
they palaver like a fine lady and gentleman. 

** I ought long since to have acknowledged the grati- 
fication with which I read Miss Kavanagh's * Women 
of Christianity.' Her charity and (on the whole) her 
impartiality are very beautiful. She touches, indeed, 
with too gentle a hand the theme of Elizabeth of 
Hungary ; and, in her own mind, she evidently miscon- 
strues the fact of Protestant charities seeming to be 
fewer than Catholic. She forgets, or does not know, 
that Protestantism is a quieter creed than Komanism ; 
as it does not clothe its priesthood in scarlet, so neither 
does it set up its good women for saints, canonize their 
names, and proclaim their good works. In the records 
of man, their almsgiving will not perhaps be found re- 
gistered, but Heaven has its account as well as earth. 

** With kind regards to yourself and family, who, I 
trust, have all safely weathered the rough winter lately 
p««t, as well as the east winds, which are still nipping 
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our spring in Yorkshire, — I am, my dear Sir, yours 

sincerely, 

"C- Bronte." 

" April 3rd, 1852. 

" My dear Sir, — The box arrived quite safely, and I 
very much thank you for the contents, which are most 
kindly selected. 

** As you wished me to say what I thought of ' The 
School for Fathers,' I hastened to read it. The book 
seems to me clever, interesting, very amusing, and likely 
to please generally. There is a merit in the choice of 
ground, which is not yet too hackneyed; the comparative 
freshness of subject, character, and epoch give the tale 
a certain attractiveness. There is also, I think, a graphic 
rendering of situations, and a lively talent for describing 
whatever is visible and tangible — what the eye meets 
on the surface of things. The humour appears to me 
such as would answer well on the stage ; most of the 
scenes seem to demand dramatic accessories to give them 
their full effect. But I think one cannot with justice 
bestow higher praise than this. To speak candidly, I 
felt, in reading the tale, a wondrous hoUowness in the 
moral and sentiment; a strange dillettante shallowness 
in the purpose and feeling. After all, * Jack' is not 
much better than a * Tony Lumpkin,' and there is no very 
great breadth of choice between the clown he is and the 
fop his father would have made him. The grossly mate- 
rial life of the old English fox-hunter, and the frivolous 
existence of the fine gentleman present extremes, each in 

X 2 
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its way so repugnant, that one feels half inclnied to smile 
when called upon to sentimentalize over the lot of a 
youth forced to pass from one to the other ; torn from 
the stables, to be ushered perhaps into the ball-room. 
Jack dies mournfully indeed, and you are sorry for the 
poor fellow's untimely end ; but you cannot forget that, 
if he had not been thrust into the way of Colonel Pen- 
ruddock's weapon, he might possibly have broken his 
neck in a fox-hunt. The character of Sir Thomas 
Warren is excellent ; consistent throughout. That of 
Mr, Addison not bad, but sketchy, a mere outline — - 
wanting colour and finish. The man's portrait is there, 
and his costume, and fragmentary anecdotes of his life ; 
but where is the man's nature — soul and self? I say 
nothing about the female characters — not one word; 
only that Lydia seems to me like a pretty little actress, 
prettily dressed, gracefully appearing and disappearing, 
and reappearing in a genteel comedy, assuming the proper 
sentiments of her part with all due tact and naivete, and 
— that is all. 

" Your description of the model man of business is 
true enough, I doubt not ; but we will not fear that 
society will ever be brought quite to this standard; 
human nature (bad as it is) has, after all^ elements that 
forbid it. But the very tendency to such a consumma- 
tion — the marked tendency, I fear, of the day — produces, 
no doubt, cruel suffering. Yet, when the evil of compe- 
tition passes a certain limit, must it not in time work 
its own cure ? I suppose it will, but then through some 
convulsed crisis, shattering all around it like an earth- 
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quake. Meantime, for how many is life made a struggle ; 
enjoyment and rest curtailed ; labour terribly enhanced 
beyond almost what nature can bear ! I often think 
that this world would be the most terrible of enigmas, 
were it not for the firm belief that there is a world to 
come, where conscientious effort and patient pain will 
meet their reward. — Believe me, my dear Sir, sincerely 
yours, 

"C. Bronte." 

A letter to her old Brussels schoolfellow gives a short 
retrospect of the dreary winter she had passed through. 

"Haworth, April 12th, 1852. 

**....! struggled through the winter, and the 
early part of the spring, often with great difficulty. 
My friend stayed with me a few days in the early part 
of January ; she could not be spared longer. I was 
better during her visit, but had a relapse soon after she 
left me, which reduced my strength very much. It can- 
not be denied that the solitude of my position fearfully 
aggravated its other evils. Some long stormy days and 
nights there were, when I felt such a craving for sup- 
port and companionship as I cannot express. Sleepless, 
I lay awake night after night, weak and unable to 
occupy myself. I sat in my chair day after day, the 
saddest memories my only company. It was a time I 
shall never forget ; but God sent it, and it must have 
been for the best. 

** I am better now ; and very grateful do I feel for 
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the restoration of tolerable health ; but, as if there was 
always to be some affliction, papa, who enjoyed wonders 
ful health during the whole winter, is ailing with his 
spring attack of bronchitis. I earnestly trust it may 
pass over in the comparatively ameliorated form in which 
it has hitherto shown itself. 

** Let me not forget to answer your question about 
the cataract. Tell your papa that my father was seventy 
at the time he underwent an operation ; he was most 
reluctant to try the experiment ; could not believe that, 
at his age, and with his want of robust strength, it 
would succeed. I was obliged to be very decided in 
the matter, and to act entirely on my own responsibility. 
Nearly six years have now elapsed since the cataract was 
extracted (it was not merely depressed) ; he has never 
once during that time regretted the step, and a day 
seldom passes that he does not express gratitude and 
pleasure at the restoration of that inestimable privilege 
of vision whose loss he once knew." 

I had given Miss Bronte, in one of my letters, an out- 
line of the story on which I was then engaged, and in 
reply she says: — 

" The sketch you give of your work (respecting 
which I am, of course, dumb) seems to me very noble ; 
and its purpose may be as useful in practical result as 
it is high and just in theoretical tendency. Such a book 
may restore hope and energy to many who thought they 
had forfeited their right to both ; and open a clear course 
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for honourable effort to some who deemed that they and 
all honour had parted company in this world. 

*' Yet — hear my protest ! 

" Why should she die ? Why are we to shut up the 
book weeping ? 

" My heart f^dls me already at the thought of the 
pang it will have to undergo. And yet you must follow 
the impulse of your own inspiration. If that commands 
the slaying of the victim, no bystander has a right to 
put out his hand to stay the sacrificial knife : but I hold 
you a stern priestess in these matters." 

As the milder weather came on, her health improved, 
and her power of writing increased. She set herself 
with redoubled vigour to the work before her; and 
denied herself pleasure for the purpose of steady labour. 
Hence she writes to her friend : — 

"May nth. 

" Dear E , — I must adhere to my resolution of 

neither visiting nor being visited at present. Stay you 
quietly at B., till you go to S., as I shall stay at Haworth; 
as sincere a farewell can be taken with the heart as with 
the lips, and perhaps less painful. I am glad the weather 
is changed; the return of the south-west wind suits me; 
but I hope you have no cause to regret the departure of 

your favourite east wind. What you say about 

does not surprise me; I have had many little notes 
(whereof I answer about one in three) breathing the same 
spirit, — self and child the sole all-absorbing topics, on 
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which the changes are rung even to weariness. But I 
suppose one must not heed it, or think the case singular. 
Nor, I am afraid, must one expect her to improve. I 
read in a French book lately, a sentence to this effect, 
that ' marriage might be defined as the state of two-fold 
selfishness.' Let the single therefore take comfort. 
Thank you for Mary's letter. She does seem most happy ; 
and I cannot tell you how much more real, lasting, and 

better-warranted her happiness seems than ever 's 

did. I think so much of it is in herself, and her own 

serene, pure, trusting, religious nature. 's always 

gives me the idea of a vacillating, unsteady rapture, en- 
tirely dependent on circumstances with all their fluctua- 
tions. If Mary lives to be a mother, you miU then see a 
greater difference. 

**I wish you, dear E., all health and enjoyment in your 
visit ; and, as far as one can judge at present, there seems 
a fair prospect of the wish being realised. 

" Yours sincerely, 

" C. Bronte." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

The reader will remember that Anne Bronte had 
been interred in the churchyard of the Old Church at 
Scarborough. Charlotte had left directions for a tomb- 
stone to be placed over her ; but many a time during 
the solitude of the past winter^ her sad, anxious thoughts 
had revisited the scene of that last great sorrow, and she 
had wondered whether all decent services had been ren- 
dered to the memory of the dead, until at last she came 
to a silent resolution to go and see for herself whether 
the stone and inscription were in a satisfactory state of 
preservation. 

'' Cllffe House, Filey, June 6tb, 1852. 

"DearE , — I am at Filey utterly alone. Do 

not be angry, the step is right. I considered it, and re« 
solved on it with due deliberation. Change of air was 
necessary ; there were reasons why I should not go to 
the south, and why I should come here. On Friday I 
went to Scarborough, visited the churchyard and stone. 
It must be refaced and relettered ; there are five errors. 
I gave the necessary directions. That duty, then, is 
done; long has it lain heavy on my mind; and that 
was a pilgrimage I felt I could only make alone. 
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^^ I am In our old lodgings at Mrs. Smith's ; not, how- 
ever, in the same rooms, but in less expensive apart- 
ments. They seemed glad to see me, remembered you 
and me very well, and, seemingly, with great good will. 
The daughter who used to wait on us is just married. 
Filey seems to me much altered ; more lodging-houses 
— some of them very handsome — have been built ; the 
sea has all its old grandeur. I walk on the sands a good 
deal, and try not to feel desolate and melancholy. How 
sorely my heart longs for you, I need not say. I have 
bathed once ; it seemed to do me good. I may, perhaps, 
stay here a fortnight. There are as yet scarcely any 
visitors. A Lady Wenlock is staying at the large house 
of which you used so vigilantly to observe the inmates. 
One day I set out with intent to trudge to Filey Bridge, 
but was frightened back by two cows. I mean to try 
again some morning. I left papa well. I have been a 
good deal troubled with headache, and with some pain 
in the side since I came here, but I feel that this has 
been owing to the cold wind, for very cold has it been 
till lately ; at present I feel better. Shall I send the 
papers to you as usual ? Write again directly, and tell 
me this, and anything and everything else that comes 
into your mind. 

" Believe me, yours faithfully, 

" C. Bbonte.'* 

'* Filey, June 16tb, 1852. 

*'Dear E 9 — Be quite easy about me. I really 

think I am better for my stay at Filey ; that I have 
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derived more benefit from it than I dared to anticipate. 
I believe, could I stay here two months, and enjoy some- 
thing like social cheerfulness as well as exercise and good 
air, my health would be quite renewed. This, however, 
cannot possibly be; but I am most thankful for the 
good received. I stay here another week. 

" I return 's letter. I am sorry for her : I believe 

she suffers ; but I do not much like her style of expres- 
sing herself. .... Grief as well as joy manifests itself 
in most different ways in different people ; and I doubt 
not she is sincere and in earnest when she talks of her 
^ precious, sainted father ; ' but I could wish she used 
simpler language." 

Soon after her return from Filey, she was alarmed by 
a very serious and sharp attack of illness with which 
Mr. Bronte was seized. There was some fear, for a few 
days, that his sight was permanently lost, and his spirits 
sank painfully under this dread. 

''This prostration of spirits," writes his daughter, 
'' which accompanies anything like a relapse is almost 

the most difficult point to manage. Dear E , you 

are tenderly kind in offering your society ; but rest very 
tranquil where you are ; be fully assured that it is not 
now, nor under present circumstances, that I feel the 
lack either of society or occupation ; my time is pretty 

well filled up, and my thoughts appropriated I 

cannot permit myself to comment much on the chief con- 
tents of your last ; advice is not necessary : as fiir as I 
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can judge, you seem hitherto enabled to take these trials 
in a good and wise spirit. I can only pray that such 
combined strength and resignation may be continued to 
you. Submission, courage, exertion, when practicable, — 
these seem to be the weapons with which we must figlit 
life's long battle." 

I suppose that, during the very time when her thoughts 
were thus fuUy occupied with anxiety for her father, she 
received some letter from her publishers, making in- 
quiry as to the progress of the work which they knew 
she had in hand, as I find the following letter to Mr. 
Williams, bearing reference to some of Messrs. Smith 
and Elder's proposed arrangements. 



i< 



TO W. 8. WILLIAMS, ESQ. 



" July 28th, 1852. 

" My dear Sir, — Is it in contemplation to publish the 
new edition of * Shirley ' soon ? Would it not be better 
to defer it for a time ? In reference to a part of your 
letter, permit me to express this wish, — and I trust in 
doing so, I shall not be regarded as stepping out of my 
position as an author, and encroaching on the arrange* 
ments of business, — viz. : that no announcement of a 
new work by the author of * Jane Eyre ' shall be made 
till the MS. of such work is actually in my publisher's 
hands. Perhaps we are none of us justified in speaking 
very decidedly where the future is concerned ; but for 
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some too much caution in such calculations can scarcely 
be observed : amongst this number I must class myself. 
Nor, in doing so, can I assume an apologetic tone. He 
does right who does his best. 

*' Last autumn I got on for a time quickly. I ven- 
tured to look forward to spring as the period of publica- 
tion : my health gave way ; I passed such a winter as, 
having been once experienced, will never be forgotten. 
The spring proved little better than a protraction of 
trial. The warm weather and a visit to the sea have 
done me much good physically ; but as yet I have re- 
covered neither elasticity of animal spirits, nor flow of 
the power of composition. And if it were otherwise, 
the difference would be of no avail ; my time and 
thoughts are at present taken up with close attendance 
on my father, whose health is just now in a very critical 
state, the heat of the weather having produced deter- 
mination of blood to the head. 

•' I am, yours sincerely, 

** C. Bronte.'* 

Before the end of August, Mr. Bronte's convalescence 
became quite established, and he was anxious to resume 
his duties for some time before his careful daughter 
would permit him. 

On September the 14th the '* great duke " died. He 
had been, as we have seen, h^r hero from childhood ; 
but I find no further reference to him at this time than 
what is given in the following extract from a letter to 
her friend : — 
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I do hope and believe the changes you have been 
having this summer will do you permanent good, not- 
withstanding the pain with which they have been too 
often mingled. Yet I feel glad that you are soon coming 
home ; and I really must not trust myself to say how 
much I wish the time were come when, without let or 
hindrance, I could once more welcome you to Haworth. 
But oh 1 I don't get on; I feel fretted — incapable — 
sometimes very low. However, at present, the subject 
must not be dwelt upon ; it presses me too hardly — 
nearly — and painfully. Less than ever can I taste or 
know pleasure till this work is wound up. And yet I 
often sit up in bed at night, thinking of and wishing for 
you. Thank you for the ' Times ' ; what it said on the 
mighty and mournful subject was well said. All at 
once the whole nation seems to take a just view of that 
great character. There was a review too of an American 
book, which I was glad to see. Read ' Uncle Tom's 
Cabin ' : probably, though, you have read it. 

" Papa's health continues satisfactory, thank God ! 
As for me, my wretched liver had been disordered again 
of late, but I hope it is now going to be on better beha- 
viour ; it hinders me in working — depresses both power 
and tone of feeling. I must expect this derangement 
from time to time." 

Haworth was in an unhealthy state, as usual ; and 
both Miss Bronte and Tabby suffered severely from the 
prevailing epidemics. The former was long in shaking 
off the effects of this illness. In vain she resolved 
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against allowing herself any society or change of scene 
until she had accomplished her labour. She was too ill 
to write ; and with illness came on the old heaviness 
of hearty recollections of the past^ and anticipations of 
the future. At last Mr. Bronte expressed so strong a 
wish that her friend should be asked to visit her, and 
she felt some little refreshment so absolutely necessary, 
that on October the 9th she begged her to come to 
Ha worth, just for a single week. 

■ 

" I thought I would persist in denying myself till I 
had done my work, but I find it won't do ; the matter 
refuses to progress, and this excessive solitude presses 
too heavily ; so let me see your dear face, E., just for 
one reviving week." 

But she would only accept of the company of her 
friend for the exact time specified. She thus writes to 
Miss Wopler on October the 21st : — 

" E has only been my companion one little week. 

I would not have her any longer, for I am disgusted 
with myself and my delays ; and consider it was a weak 
yielding to temptation in me to send for her at all ; but 
in truth, my spirits were getting low — prostrate some- 
times — and she has done me inexpressible good. I 
wonder when I shall see you at Ha worth again ; both 
my father and the servants have again and again in- 
sinuated a distinct wish that you should be requested to 
come in the course of the summer and autumn, but I 
have always turned rather a deaf ear ; ' not yet,' was 
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my thought, * I want first to be free ; ' work first, then 
pleasure.** 

Miss 's visit had done her much good. Pleasant 

companionship during the day produced, for the time, 
the unusual blessing of calm repose at night ; and, after 
her friend's departure, she was well enough to ^' fall to 
business," and write away, almost incessantly, at her 
story of " Villette," now drawing to a conclusion. The 
following letter to Mr. Smith, seems to have accom- 
panied the first part of the MS. 

" Oct. SOth, 1852. 

" My dear Sir, — You must notify honestly what you 
think of " Villette " when you have read it. I can 
hardly tell you how I hunger to hear some opinion 
besides my own, and how I have sometimes desponded, 
and almost despaired, because there was no one to whom 
to read a line, or of whom to ask a counsel. 'Jane 
Eyre' was not written under such circumstances, nor 
were two-thirds of ' Shirley.' I got so miserable about 
it, I could bear no allusion to the book. It is not 
finished yet ; but now I hope. As to the anonymous 
publication, I have this to say : If the withholding of 
the author's name should tend materially to injure the 
publisher's interest, to interfere with booksellers' orders, 
&c, I would not press the point ; but if no such detri- 
ment is contingent, I should be most thankful for the 
sheltering shadow of an incognito. I seem to dread the 
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advertisements — the large-lettered ^ Currer BelFs New 
Novel/ or * New Work, by the Author of Jane Eyre.' 
These, however, I feel well enough, are the transcenden- 
talisms of a retired wretch ; so you must speak frankly. 
.... I shall be glad to see ' Colonel Esmond.' My 
objection to the second volume lay here : I thought it 
contained decidedly too much history — too little story." 

In another letter, referring to ^^ Esmond," she uses the 
following words : — 

'' The third volume seemed to me to possess the 
most sparkle, impetus, and interest. Of the first and 
second my judgment was, that parts of them were ad- 
mirable ; but there was the fault of containing too much 
History — too little Story. I hold that a work of fiction 
ought to be a work of creation : that the real should be 
sparingly introduced in pages dedicated to the ideal. 
Plain household bread is a far more wholesome and ne- 
cessary thing than cake ; yet who would like to see the 
brown loaf placed on the table for dessert? In the 
second volume, the author gives us an ample supply 
of excellent brown bread ; in his third, only such a por- 
tion as gives substance, like the crumbs of bread in a 
well-made, not too rich, plum-pudding." 

Her letter to Mr. Smith, containing the allusion to 
" Esmond," which reminded me of the quotation just 
given, continues : — 
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" You will see that * Villette ' touches on no matter 
of public interest. I cannot write books handling the 
topics of the day ; it is of no use trying. Nor can I 
write a book for its moral. Nor can I take up a phi- 
lanthropic scheme^ though I honour philanthropy ; and 
voluntarily and sincerely veil my face before such a 
mighty subject as that handled in Mrs. Beecher Stowe's 
work, * Uncle Tom's Cabin.' To manage these great 
matters rightly, they must be long and practically 
studied — their bearings known intimately, and their 
evils felt genuinely; they must not be taken up as a 
business matter, and a trading speculation. I doubt 
not, Mrs. Stowe had felt the iron of slavery enter into 
her heart, from childhood upwards, long before she ever 
thought of writing books. The feeling throughout her 
work is sincere, and not got up. Remember to be an 
honest critic of * Villette,' and tell Mr. Williams to be 
unsparing : not that I am likely to alter anything, but 
I want to know his impressions and yours." 



TO G. SMITH, ESQ. 

" Nov. 3rd. 

" My dear Sir, — I feel very grateful for your letter; 
it relieved me much, for I was a good deal harassed by 
doubts as to how ' Villette' might appear in other eyes 
than my own. I feel in some degree authorised to rely 
on your favourable impressions, because you are quite 
right where you hint disapprobation. You have exactly 
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hit two points at least where I was conscious of defect ; 
^— the discrepancy, the want of perfect harmony, be-* 
tween Graham's boyhood and manhood, — the angular 
abruptness of his change of sentiment towards Miss 
Fanshawe, You must remember, though, that in secret 
he had for some time appreciated that young lady at a 
somewhat depressed standard — held her a little lower 
than the angels. But still the reader ought to have been 
better made to feel this preparation towards a change of 
mood. As to the publishing arrangements, I leave them 
to Cornhill. There is, undoubtedly, a certain force in 
what you say about the inexpediency of affecting a 
mystery which cannot be sustained ; so you must act as 
you think is for the best. I submit, also, to the adver- 
tisements in large letters, but under protest, and with a 
kind of ostrich-longing for concealment. Most of the 
third volume is given to the development of the * crabbed 
Professor's ' character. Lucy must not marry Dr. John ; 
he is far too youthful, handsome, bright-spirited, and 
sweet-tempered ; he is a *^3urled darling' of Nature and 
of Fortune, and must draw a prize in life's lottery. His 
wife must be young, rich, pretty; he must be made 
very happy indeed. If Lucy marries anybody, it must 
be the Professor — a man in whom there is much to for- 
give, much to * put up with.^ But I am not leniently 
disposed towards Miss Frost: from the beginning, I 
never meant to appoint her lines in pleasant places. The 
conclusion of this third volume is still a matter of some 
anxiety; I can but do my best, however. It would 
speedily be finished, could I ward off certain obnoxious 

VOL. II. N 
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headaches, which, whenever I get into the spirit of mj 
work, are apt to seize and prostrate me. • • . . • 
"Colonel Henry Esmond is just arrived. He looks 
very antique and distinguished in his Queen Anne's 
garb ; the periwig, sword, lace, and ruffles are very well 
represented by the old * Spectator ' type." 

In reference to a sentence towards the close of this 
letter, I may mention what she told me ; that Mr. Bronte 
was anxious that her new tale should end well, as he 
disliked novels which left a melancholy impression upon 
the mind ; and he requested her to make her hero and 
heroine (like the heroes and heroines in fairy-tales) 
"marry, and live very happily ever after.'' But the 
idea of M. Paul Emanuel's death at sea was stamped on 
her imagination till it assumed the distinct force of 
reality ; and she could no more alter her fictitious ending 
than if they had been facts which she was relating. All 
she could do in compliance with her father's wish was 
so to veil the fate in oracular words, as to leave it to the 
character and discernment of her readers to interpret 
her meaning. 



TO W. S. WILLIAMS, ESQ. 

" Nov. 6tb, 1852. 

** My dear Sir, — I must not delay thanking you for 
your kind letter, with its candid and able commentary 
on ^ Villette.' With many of your strictures I concur. 
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The third volume may, perhaps, do away with some of 
the objections ; others still remain in force. I do not 
think the interest culminates anywhere to the degree 
you would wish. What climax there is does not come 
on till near the conclusion; and even then, I doubt 
whether the regular novel-reader will consider the 
'agony piled sufficiently high' (as the Americans say)^ 
or the colours dashed on to the canvass with the proper 
amount of daring. Still, I fear, they must be satisfied 
with what is offered: my palette affords no brighter 
tints ; were I to attempt to deepen the reds, or burnish 
the yellows, I should but botch. 

'^Unless I am mistaken, the emotion of the book 
will be found to be kept throughout in tolerable sub- 
jection. As to the name of the heroine, I can hardly 
express what subtlety of thought made me decide upon 
giving her a cold name ; but, at first, I called her * Lucy 
Snowe' (spelt with an *e') ; which Snowe I afterwards 
changed to * Frost.' Subsequently, I rather regretted 
the change, and wished it * Snowe' again.^ If not too 
late, I should like the alteration to be made now 
throughout the MS. A cold name she must have ; 
partly, perhaps, on the * lucus a non lueendo ' principle 
— partly on that of the * fitness of things,' for she has 
about hei: an external coldness. 

'^ You say that she may be thought morbid and weak, 
unless the history of her life be more fully given. I 
concdder that she is both morbid and weak at times ; her 
character sets up no pretensions to unmixed strength, 
and anybody living her life would necessarily become 
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morbid. It was no impetas of healthy feeling which 
urged her to the confessional, for instance ; it was the 
semi-delirium of solitary grief and sickness. If, how- 
ever, the book does not express all this, there must be a 
great fault somewhere. I might explain away a few 
other points, but it would be too much like drawing a 
picture and then writing underneath the name of the ob- 
ject intended to be represented. We know what sort 
of a pencil that is which needs an ally in the pen. 

*^ Thanking you again for the clearness and fulness 
with which you have responded to my request for a 
statement of impressions, I am, my dear Sir, yours very 

sincerely, 

"C. Bbonte. 

" I trust the work will be seen in MS. by no one ex- 
cept Mr. Smith and yourself.'' 

"Nov. 10th, 1852. 

*^ My dear Sir, — I only wished the publication of 
* Shirley* to be delayed till * Villette' was nearly ready; 
so that there can now be no objection to its being issued 
whenever you think fit. About putting the MS. into 
type, I can only say that, should I be able to proceed 
with the third volume at my average rate of compo- 
sition, and with no more than the average amount of 
interruptions, I should hope to have it ready in about 
three weeks. I leave it to you to decide whether it 
would be better to delay the printing that space of time, 
or to commence it immediately. It would certainly be 
more satisfactory if you were to see the third volume 
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before printing the first and the second ; yet, if delay ia 
likely to prove injurious, I do not think it is indispen- 
sable. I have read the third volume of * Esmond.' I 
found it both entertaining and exciting to me ; it seems 
to possess an impetus and excitement beyond the other 
two, — that movement and brilliancy its predecessors 
sometimes wanted, never falls here. In certain passages, 
I thought Thackeray used all his powers ; their grand, 
serious force yielded a profound satisfaction. ^ At last 
he puts forth his strength,' I could not help saying to 
myself. No character in the book strikes me as more 
masterly than that of Beatrix ; its conception is fresh, 
and its delineation vivid. It is peculiar; it has im- 
pressions of a new kind — new, at least, to me# Beatrix 
is not, in herself, all bad. So much does she sometimes 
reveal of what is good and great as to suggest this feel- 
ing — you would think she was urged by a fate. You 
would think that some antique doom presses on her 
house, and that once in so many generations its brightest 
ornament was to become its greatest disgrace. At times, 
what is good in her struggles against this terrible des- 
tiny, but the Fate conquers. Beatrix cannot be an 
honest woman and a good man's wife. She ' tries, 
and she cannot^ Proud, beautiful, and sullied, she was 
born what she becomes, a king's mistress. I know not 
whether you have seen the notice in the * Leader ; ' I 
read it just after concluding the book« Can I be wrong 
in deeming it a notice tame, cold, and insufficient? 
With all its professed friendliness, it produced on me a 
most disheartening impression* Surely, another sort of 
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justice than this will be rendered to 'Esmond' from 
other quarters. One acute remark of the critic is to the 
effect that Blanche Amory and Beatrix are identical •— 
sketched from the same original! To me they are 
about as identical as a weazel and a royal tigress of 
Bengal; both the latter are quadrupeds^ — both the 
former, women. But I must not take up either your 
time or my own with further remarks. Believe me 
yours sincerely, 

« C. Bronte.'' 

On a Saturday, a little later in this month. Miss 
Bronte . completed " Villette," and sent it off to her 
publishers. " I said my prayers when I had done it. 
Whether it is well or ill done, I don't know ; D. V., I 
will now try and wait the issue quietly. The book, I 
think, will not be considered pretentious ; nor is it of a 
character to excite hostility." 

As her labour was ended, she felt at liberty to allow 
herself a little change. There were several friends 
anxious to see her and welcome her to their homes: 
Miss Martineau, Mrs. Smith, and her own faithful 

E . With the last, in the same letter as that in 

which she announced the completion of '* Villette," she 
offered to spend a week. She began, also, to consider 
whether it might not be well to avail herself of Mrs. 
Smith's kind invitation, with a view to the convenience 
of being on the spot to correct the proofs. 

The following letter is given, not merely on account 
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of her own criticisms on " Villette," but because it shows 
how she had learned to magnify the meaning of trifles^ 
as all do who live a self-contained and solitary life. 
Mr. Smith had been unable to write by the same post as 
that which brought the money for " Villette," and she 
consequently received it without a line. The friend 
with whom she was staying says5 that she immediately 
fancied there was some disappointment about *^ Villette," 
or that some word or act of hers had given offence ; and 
had not the Sunday intervened^ and so allowed time for 
Mr. Smith's letter to make its appearance, she would 
certainly have crossed it on her way to London. 

" Dec. 6tb, 1852. 

** My dear Sir, — The receipts have reached me safely* 
I received the first on Saturday, enclosed in a cover 
without a line, and had made up my mind to take the 
train on Monday, and go up to London to see what was 
the matter, and what had struck my publisher mute. 
On Sunday morning your letter came, and you have 
thus been spared the visitation of the unannounced and 
unsummoned apparition of Currer B.ell in Cornhill. 
Inexplicable delays should be avoided when possible, for 
they are apt to urge those subjected to their harassment 
to sudden and impulsive steps. I must pronounce you 
right again, in your complaint of the transfer of interest 
in the third volume, from one set of characters to 
another. It is not pleasant, and it will probably be 
found as unwelcome to the reader, as it was, in a sense, 
compulsory upon the writer. The spirit of romance 
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would have indicated another course^ far more flowerj 
and inviting; it would have fashioned a paramount 
hero^ kept faithfully with him^ and made him supremely 
worshipful ; he should have been an idol, and not a 
mute, unresponding idol either; but this would have 
been unlike real life — inconsistent with truth — at va- 
riance with probability. I greatly apprehend, however^ 
that the weakest character in the book is the one I aimed 
at making the most beautiful; and, if this be the case, 
the fault lies in its wanting the germ of the real — in its 
being purely imaginary. I felt that this character lacked 
substance ; I fear that the reader will feel the same. 
Union with it resembles too much the fate of Ixion, 
who was mated with a cloud. The childhood of 
Paulina is, however, I think, pretty well imagined, but 
her . • • . " (the remainder of this interesting sentence 
is torn oflf the letter). ^* A brief visit to London becomes 
thus more practicable, and if your mother will kindly 
write, when she has time, and name a day after Christmas 
which will suit her, I shall have pleasure, papa's health 
permitting, in availing myself of her invitation. I wish 
I could come in time to correct some at least of thQ 
proofs; it would save trouble." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

The difficulty that presented Itself most strongly to 
me^ when I first had the honour of being requested to 
write this biography, was how I could show what a 
noble, true, and tender woman Charlotte Bronte really 
was, without mingling up with her life too much of the 
personal history of her nearest and most intimate friends. 
After much consideration of this point, I came to the 
resolution of writing truly, if I wrote at all ; of with- 
holding nothing, though some things, from their very 
nature, could not be spoken of so fully as others. 

One of the deepest interests of her life centres natu- 
rally round her marriage, and the preceding circum- 
stances; but more than all other events (because of 
more recent date, and concerning another as intimately 
as herself), it requires delicate handling on my part, 
lest I intrude too roughly on what is most sacred to 
memory. Yet I have two reasons, which seem to me 
good and valid ones, for giving some particulars of the 
course of events which led to her few months of 
wedded life — that short spell of exceeding happiness. 
The first is my desire to call attention to the fact 
that Mr. Nicholls was one who had seen her almost 

N 2 
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daily for years ; seen her as a daughter, a sister, a mis^ 
tress and a friend. He was not a man to be attracted 
by any kind of literary fame. I imagine that this, by 
itself, would rather repel him when he saw it in the 
possession of a woman. He was a grave, reserved, con- 
scientious man, with a deep sense of religion, and of his 
duties as one of its ministers. 

In silence he had watched her, and loved her long. 
The love of such a man — a daily spectator of her man- 
ner of life for years — is a great testimony to her cha- 
racter as a woman. 

How deep his affection was I scarcely dare to tell, 
even if I could in words. She did not know — she had 
hardly begun to suspect — that she was the object of 
any peculiar regard on his part, when, in this very De- 
cember, he came one evening to tea. After tea, she 
returned from the study to her own sitting-room, as 
was her custom, leaving her father and his curate to- 
gether. Presently she heard the study-door open, and 
expected to hear the succeeding clash of the front door. 
Instead, came a tap; and, ^^like lightning, it flashed 
upon me what was coming. He entered. He stood 
before me. What his words were you can imagine; 
his manner you can hardly realise, nor can I forget it. 
He made me, for the first time, feel what it costs a man 

to declare affection when he doubts response 

The spectacle of one, ordinarily so statue-like, thus 
trembling, stirred, and overcome, gave me a strange 
shock. I could only entreat him to leave me then, and 
promise a reply on the morrow. I asked if he had 
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spoken to Papa. He said he dared not I think I 
half led, half put him out of the room." 

So deep, so fervent, and so enduring was the affec- 
tion Miss Bronte had inspired in the heart of this good 
man! It is an honour to her; and, as such, I have 
thought it my dutj to speak thus much, and quote thus 
fully from her letter about it* And now I pass to my 
second reason for dwelling on a subject which may pos- 
sibly be considered by some, at first sight, of too private 
a nature for publication. When Mr. NichoUs had left 
her, Charlotte went immediately to her father and told 
him all. He always disapproved of marriages, and con- 
stantly talked against them. But he more than dis- 
approved at this time; he could not bear the idea of 
this attachment of Mr. NichoUs to his daughter. Fear- 
ing the consequences of agitation to one so recently an 
invalid, she made haste to give her father a promise that, 
on the morrow, Mr. NichoUs should have a distinct re- 
fusal. Thus quietly and modestly did she, on whom 
such hard judgments had been passed by ignorant re- 
viewers, receive this vehement, passionate declaration 
of love, — thus thoughtfully for her father, and unself- 
ishly for herself, put aside all consideration of how 
she should reply, excepting as he wished I 

The immediate result of Mr. NichoUs' declaration 
of attachment was, that he sent in his resignation of 
the curacy of Haworth; and that Miss Bronte held 
herself simply passive, as far as words and actions went, 
while she suffered acute pain from the strong ezpres- 
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«ions which her father used in speaking of Mn Nicholls, 
and from the too evident distress and failure of health 
on the part of the latter. Under these circumstances 
she^ more gladly than ever, availed herself of Mrs. 
Smith's proposal, that she should again visit them in 
London ; and thither she accordingly vrent in the first 
week of the year 1853. 

From thence I received the following letter. It is 
with a sad, proud pleasure I copy her words of friend- 
ship now. 



"January 12 th, 1853. 

^^ It is with you the ball rests. I have not heard from 
you since I wrote last ; but I thought I knew the reason 
of your silence, viz. application to work, — and there- 
fore I accept it, not merely with resignation, but with 
satisfaction. 

'^ I am now in London, as the date above will show ; 
staying very quietly at my publisher's, and correcting 
proofs, &c. Before receiving yours, I had felt, and 
expressed to Mr. Smith, reluctance to come in the 
way of * Buth ; ' not that I think she would suffer 
from contact with ^Villette' — we know not -font that 
the damage might be the other way ; but I have ever 
held comparisons to be odious, and would fain that 
neither I nor my friends should be made subjects for 
the game. Mr. Smith proposes, accordingly, to defer 
the publication of my book till the 24th inst. ; he says 
that will give *Kuth' the start in the papers daily 
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and weekly^ and also will leave free to her all the 
February magazines. Should this delay appear to you 
insufficient, speak ! and it shall be protracted. 

^' I dare say, arrange as we may, we shall not be able 
wholly to preyent comparisons ; it is the nature of some 
critics to be invidious ; but we need not care : we can 
set them at defiance ; they shall not make us foes, they 
shall not mingle with our mutual feelings one taint of 
jealousy: there is my hand on that; I know you will 
give clasp for clasp. 

" * Villette ' has indeed no right to push itself before 
^ Buth.' There is a goodness, a philanthropic purpose, 
a social use in the latter, to which the former cannot for 
an instant pretend; nor can it claim precedence on the 
ground of surpassing power : I think it much quieter 

than * Jane Eyre.' 

• « * * « * « * « 

^* I wish to see yoUf probably at least as much as you 
can wish to see mCf and therefore shall consider your 
invitation for March as an engagement; about the close 
of that month, then, I hope to pay you a brief visit. 
With kindest remembrances to Mr. Gaskell and all your 
precious circle, I am," &c. 

This visit at Mrs. Smith's was passed more quietly 
than any previous one, and was consequently more in 
accordance with her own tastes. She saw things rather 
than persons ; and being allowed to have her own choice 
of sights, she selected the ** real in preference to the 
decorative side of life." She went over two prisons, — 
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one ancient, the other modern,' — Newgate and Penton- 
yille ; over two hospitals, the Foundling and Bethlehem. 
She was also taken, at her own request, to see several 
of the great .City sights; the Bank, the Exchange, 
Bothschild's, &c. 

The power of vast yet minute organisation, always 
called out her respect and admiration. She appreciated 
it more fully than most women are able to do. All that 
she saw during this last visit to London impressed her 
deeply — so much so as to render her incapable of the 
immediate expression of her feelings, or of reasoning 
upon her impressions while they were so vivid. If she 
had lived, her deep heart would sooner or later have 
spoken out on these things. 

"What she saw dwelt in her thoughts, and lay heavy 
on her spirits. She received the utmost kindness from 
her hosts, and had the old, warm, and grateful regard 
for them. But looking back, with the knowledge of 
what was then the future, which Time has given, one 
cannot but imagine that there was a toning-down in 
preparation for the final farewell to these kind friends, 
whom she saw for the last time on a Wednesday morn- 
ing in February. She met her friend E at Keighley, 

on her return, and the two proceeded to Ha worth to- 
gether. 

" Villette " — which, if less interesting as a mere story 
than "Jane Eyre," displays yet more of the extra- 
ordinary genius of the author — was received with one 
burst of acclamation. Out of so small a circle of cha^ 
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racters^ dwelling in bo dull and monotonous an area as 
a " pension," this wonderful tale was evolved ! 

See how she receives the good tidings' of her success I 



" Feb. 15th, 1853. 

" I got a budget of no less than seven papers yester- 
day and to-day. The import of all the notices is such 
as to make my heart swell with thankfulness to Him, 
who takes note both of suffering, and work, and 
motives. Papa is pleased too. As to friends in 
general, I believe I can love them still, without ex- 
pecting them to take any large share in this sort of 
gratification. The longer I live, the more plainly. I see 
that gentle must be the strain on fragile human nature ; 
it will not bear much/' 

I suspect that the touch of slight disappointment, 
perceptible in the last few lines, arose from her great 
susceptibility to an opinion she valued much, — that of 
Miss Martineau, who, both in an article on " Villette " 
in the " Daily News," and in a private letter to Miss 
Bronte, wounded her to the quick by expressions of 
censure which she believed to be unjust and unfounded, 
but which, if correct and true, went deeper than any 
merely artistic fault. An author may bring himself to 
believe that he can bear blame with equanimity, from 
whatever quarter it comes ; but its force is derived 
altogether from the character of this. To the public, 
one reviewer may be the same impersonal being as 
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another ; but an author has frequently a far deeper sig- 
nificance to attach to opinions. They are the verdicts 
of those whom he respects and admires, or the mere 
words of those for whose judgment he cares not a jot. 
It is this knowledge of the individual worth of the 
reviewer's opinion, which makes the censures of some 
sink so deep, and prey so heavily upon an author's 
heart. And thus, in proportion to her true, firm regard 
for Miss Martineau, did Miss Bronte suffer under what 
she considered her misjudgment not merely of writing, 
but of character. 

She had long before asked Miss Martineau to tell 
her whether she considered that any want of womanly 
delicacy or propriety was betrayed in **Jane Eyre." 
And on receiving Miss Martineau's assurance that she 
did not. Miss Bronte entreated hex to declare it frankly 
if she thought there was any failure of this description 
in any future work of ** Currer Bell's." The promise 
then given of faithful truth-speaking, Miss Martineau 
fulfilled when " Villette" appeared. Miss Bronte writhed 
under what she felt to be injustice. 

This seems a fitting place to state how utterly un- 
conscious she was of what was, by some, esteemed 
coarse in her writings. One day, during that visit at 
the Briery when I first met her, the conversation 
turned upon the subject of women's writing fiction; 
and some one remarked on the fact that, in certain 
instances, authoresses had much outstepped the line 
which men felt to be proper in works of this kind. 
Miss Bronte said she wondered how far this was a 
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natural consequence of allowing the imagination to 
work too constantly ; Sir James and Lady Kay Shut- 
tleworth and I expressed our belief that such yiolations 
of propriety were altogether unconscious on the part of 
those to whom reference had been made* I remember 
her grave, earnest way of saying, "1 trust God will take 
from me whatever power of invention or expression I 
may have, before He lets me become blind to the sense 
of what is fitting or unfitting to be said ! " 

Again, she was invariably shocked and distressed 
when she heard of any disapproval of " Jane Eyre " on 
the ground above-mentioned. Some one said to her in 
London, "You know, you and I, Miss Bronte, have both 
written naughty books ! " She dwelt much on this ; 
and, as if it weighed on her mind, took an opportunity 
to ask Mrs. Smith, as she would have asked a mother—- 
if she had not been motherless from earliest childhood — 
whether, indeed, there was anything so wrong in "Jane 
Eyre." 

I do not deny for myself the existence of coarse- 
ness here and there in her works, otherwise so entirely 
noble. I only ask those who read them to consider her 
life, — which has been openly laid bare before them, — 
and to say how it could be otherwise. She saw few 
men; and among these few were one or two with 
whom she had been acquainted since early girlhood, — 
who had shown her much friendliness and kindness,— 
through whose family she had received many plea- 
sures, — for whose intellect she had a great respect,— 
but who talked before her, if not to her, with as little 
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reticence as Rochester talked to Jane Eyre. Take 
this in connection with her poor brother's sad life, and 
the out-spoken people among whom she livedo — remem-? 
ber her strong feeling of the duty of representing life as it 
really is^ not as it ought to be, — and then do her justice 
for all that she was, and all that she would have been 
(had God spared her), rather than censure her because 
circumstances forced her to touch pitch, as it were, and 
by it her hand was for a moment defiled. It was but 
skin-deep. Every change* in her life was purifying 
her ; it hardly could raise her. Again I cry, ^* If she 
had but lived ! " 

The misunderstanding with Miss Martineau on ac- 
count of " Villette," was the cause of bitter regret to 
Miss Bronte. Her woman's nature had been touched^ 
as she thought, with insulting misconception; and she 
had dearly loved the person who had thus unconsciously 
wounded her. It was but in the January just past that 
she had written as follows, in reply to a friend, the tenor 
of whose letter we may guess from this answer : — 

" I read* attentively all you say about Miss Martineau; 
the sincerity and constancy of your solicitude touch me 
very much ; I should grieve to neglect or oppose your 
advice, and yet I do not feel it would be right to give 
Miss Martineau up entirely. There is in her nature 
much that is very noble ; hundreds have forsaken her, 
more, I fear, in the apprehension that their fair names 
may suffer, if seen in connection with hers, than from 
any pure convictions, such as you suggest, of harm 
consequent on her fatal tenets. With these fair- 
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weather friends I cannot bear to rank ; and for her sin, 
is it not one of those of which God and not man must 
judge ? 

'* To speak the truth, my dear Miss , I believe, 

if you were in my place, and knew Miss Martineau as I 
do, — if you had shared with me the proofs of her genuine 
kindliness, and had seen how she secretly suffers from 
abandonment, — ^you would be the last to give her up ; 
you would separate the sinner from the sin, and feel as 
if the right lay rather in quietly adhering to her in her 
strait, while that adherence is unfashionable and unpo- 
pular, than in turning on her your back when the world 
sets the example. I believe she is one of those whom 
opposition and desertion make obstinate in error ; while 
patience and tolerance touch her deeply and keenly, and 
incline her to ask of her own heart whether the course 
she has been pursuing may not possibly be a faulty 
course." 

Kindly and faithful words! which Miss Martineau 
never knew of; to be repaid in words more grand and 
tender, when Charlotte lay deaf and qold by- her dead 
sisters. In spite of their short, sorrowful misunder- 
standing, they were a pair of noble women and faithful 
friends. 

I turn to a pleasanter subject. While she was in 
London, Miss Bronte had seen Lawrence's portrait of 
Mr. Thackeray, and admired it extremely. Her first 
words, after she had stood before it some time in silence, 
were, '^ And there came up a Lion out of Judah ! " 
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The likeness was by this time engraved, and Mr. Smith 
sent her a copy of it. 



TO G. SMITH, ESQ. 

« Haworth, Feb. 26th, 1853. 

'* My dear Sir, — At a late hour yesterday evening, I 
had the honour of receiving, at Haworth Parsonage, a 
distinguished guest, none other than W. M* Thackeray, 
Esq. Mindful of the rites of hospitality, I hung him 
up in state this morning* He looks superb in his beau- 
tiful, tasteful gilded gibbet. For companion he has 
the Duke of Wellington, (do you remember giving me 
that picture ?) and for contrast and foil Bichmond's por^ 
trait of an unworthy individual, who, in such society, 
must be nameless. Thackeray looks away from the 
latter character with a grand scorn, edifying to witness. 
I wonder if the giver of these gifts will ever see them 
on the walls where they now hang; it pleases me to 
fancy that one day he may. My father stood for a 
quarter of an hour this morning examining the great 
man's picture. The conclusion of his survey was, that 
he thought it a puzzling head ; if he had known nothing 
previously of the original's character, he could not have 
read it in his features. I wonder at this. To me the 
broad brow seems to express intellect. Certain lines 
about the nose and cheek betray the satirist and cynic ; 
the mouth indicates a child-like simplicity — perhaps 
even a degree of irresoluteness, inconsistency — weak* 
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ness in short, but a weakness not unamiable. The en- 
graving seems to me very good, A certain not quite 
Christian expression — * not to put too fine a point 
upon it ' — an expression of spite, most vividly marked 
in the original^ is here softened, and perhaps a little — a 
very little — of the power has escaped in this ameli- 
orating process. Did it strike you thus?" 

Miss Bronte was in much better health during this 
winter of 1852-3, than she had been the year before. 

" For my part," (she wrote to me in February) ** I 
have thus far borne the cold weather well. I have taken 
long walks on the crackling snow, and felt the frosty 
air bracing. This winter has^ for me, not been like last 
winter. December, January, February, '51-2, passed 
like a long stormy night, conscious of one painful 
dream, all solitary grief and sickness. The correspond- 
ing months in '52-3 have gone over my head quietly and 
not uncheerfully. Thank God for the change and the 
repose ! How welcome it has been He only knows ! 
My father too has borne the season well; and my 
book, and its reception thus far, have pleased and cheered 
him." 

In March the quiet Parsonage had the honour of 
receiving a visit from the then Bishop of Kipon. He 
remained one night with Mr, Bronte. In the evening, 
pome of the neighbouring clergy were invited to meet 
him at tea and supper; and during the latter meal> 
some of the '* curates" began merrily to upbraid Miss 



286 LIFE OP CHARLOTTE BR0NT£. 

Bronte with "putting them into a book;" and she, 
shrinkinor from thus having her character as authoress 
thrust upon her at her own table, and in the presence of 
a stranger, pleasantly appealed to the bishop as to whe- 
ther it was quite fair thus to drive her into a corner. 
His Lordship, I have been told, was agreeably impressed 
with the gentle unassuming manners of his hostess, and 
with the perfect propriety and consistency of the ar- 
rangements in the modest household. So much for the 
Bishop's recollection of his visit. Now we will turn 
to hers. 



" March 4th. 

" The Bishop has been, and is gone. He is certainly 
a most charming Bishop; the most benignant gentle- 
man that ever put on lawn sleeves; yet stately too, 
and quite competent to check encroachments. His visit 
passed capitally well ; and at its close, as he was going 
away, he expressed himself thoroughly gratified with all 
he had seen. The Inspector has been also in the course 
of the past week ; so that I have had a somewhat busy 
time of it If you could have been at Haworth to 
share the pleasures of the company, without having 
been inconvenienced by the little bustle of the prepara- 
tion, I should have been very. glad. But the house was 
a good deal put out of its way, as you may suppose ; all 
passed, however, orderly, quietly, and well. Martha 
waited very nicely, and I had a person to help her in 
the kitchen. Papa kept up, too, fully as well as I ex* 
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pected, though I doubt whether he could have borne 
another day of it. My penalty came on in a strong 
headache as soon as the Bishop was gone : how thank- 
ful I was that it had patiently waited his departure. I 
continue stupid to-day: of course, it is the re-action 
consequent on several days of extra exertion and ex- 
citement. It is very well to talk of receiving a Bishop 
without trouble, but you must prepare for him.'* 

By this time, some of the Reviews had begun to 
find fault with ** Villette." Miss Bronte made her old 
request. 

TO W. 8. WILLIAMS, ESQ. 

" My dear Sir, — Were a review to appear, inspired 
with treble their animus, pray do not withhold it from 
me. I like to see the satisfactory notices, — especially 
I like to carry them to my father ; but I must see such 
as are wwsatisfuctory and hostile ; these are for my own 
especial edification ; — it is in these I best read public 
feeling and opinion. To shun examination into the 
dangerous and disagreeable seems to me cowardly. I 
long always to know what really is, and am only un- 
nerved when kept in the dark 

** As to the character of * Lucy Snowe,' my intention 
from the first was that she should not occupy the pe- 
destal to which * Jane Eyre' was raised by some inju- 
dicious admirers. She is where I meant her to be, and 
where no charge of self-laudation can touch her. 
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** The note you sent this morning from Lady Har- 
riette St. Clair^ is precisely to the same purport as 
Miss Muloch's request, — an application for exact and 
authentic information respecting the fate of M. Paul 
Emanuel I You see how much the ladies think of 
this little man^ whom you none of you like. I had a 
letter the other day, announcing that a lady of some 
note, who had always determined that whenever she 
married, her husband should be the counterpart of * Mr. 
Knightly' in Miss Austen's ^Emma,' had now changed 
her mind, and vowed that she would either find the du- 
plicate of Professor Emanuel, or remain for ever single 1 
I have sent Lady Harriette an answer so worded as to 
leave the matter pretty much where it was. Since the 
little puzzle amuses the ladies, it would be a pity to 
spoil their sport by giving them the key.'' 

When Easter, with its duties arising out of sermons 
to be preached by strange clergymen who had after- 
wards to be entertained at the Parsonage, — with Me- 
chanics' Institute Meetings, and school tea-drinkings, 
was over and gone, she came, at the close of April, to 
visit us in Manchester. We had a friend, a young 
lady, staying with us. Miss Bronte had expected 
to find us alone ; and although our friend was gentle 
and sensible after Miss Bronte's own heart, yet her 
presence was enough to create a nervous tremour. 
I was aware that both of our guests were unusually 
silent ; and I saw a little shiver run from time to time 
over Miss Bronte's frame. I could account for the 
modest reserve of the young lady ; and the next day 
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Miss Bronte told me how the unexpected sight of a 
strange face had affected her. 

It was now two or three years since I had witnessed 
a similar effect produced on her, in anticipation of a 
quiet evening at Fox-How; and since then she had 
seen many and various people in London: but the 
physical sensations produced by shyness were still the 
same; and on the following day ehe laboured under 
severe headache. I • had several opportunities of per* 
ceiving how this nervousness was ingrained in her 
constitution, and how acutely she suffered in striving 
to overcome it. One evening we had, among other 
guests, two sisters who sang Scottish ballads exqui- 
8itely« Miss Bronte had been sitting quiet and con- 
strained till they began " The Bonnie House of Airiie," 
but the effect of that and "Carlisle Yetts," which 
followed, was as irresistible as the playing of the Piper 
of Hamelin. The beautiful clear light came into her 
eyes; her lips quivered with emotion; she forgot her- 
self, rose, and crossed the room to the piano, where she 
asked eagerly for song after song. The sisters begged 
her to come and see them the next morning, when they 
would sing as long as ever she liked ; and she promised 
gladly and thankfully. But on reaching the house her 
courage failed. We wdked some time up and down 
the street; she upbraiding herself all the while for 
folly, and trying to dwell on the sweet echoes in her 
memory rather than on the thought of a third sister 
who would have to be faced if we went in. But it 
was of no use; and dreading lest this struggle with 

VOL. II. o 
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herself might bring on one of her trying headaches, I 
entered at last and made the best apology I could for 
her non-appearance. Much of this nervous dread of 
encountering strangers I ascribed to the idea of her 
personal ugliness, which had been strongly impressed 
upon her imagination early in life, and which she ex- 
aggerated to herself in a remarkable manner. "I 
notice,'* said she, "that after a stranger has once 
looked at my face, he is careful not to let his eyes 
wander to that part of the room again ! " A more 
untrue idea never entered into anyone's head. Two 
gentlemen who saw her during this visit, without 
knowing at the time who she was, were singularly 
attracted by her appearance; and this feeling of at- 
traction towards a pleasant countenance, sweet voice, 
and gentle timid manners, was so strong in one as to 
conquer a dislike he had previously entertained to her 
works. 

There was another circumstance that came to my 
knq.wledge at this period which told secrets about the 
finely-strung frame. One night I was on the point of 
relating some dismal ghost story, just before bed-time. 
She shrank from hearing it, and confessed that she was 
superstitious, and prone at all times to the involuntary 
recurrence of any thoughts of ominous gloom which 
might have been suggested to her. She said that on 
first coming to us, she had found a letter on her dress- 
ing-table from a friend in Yorkshire, containing a story 
which had impressed her vividly ever since ; — that it 
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mingled with her dreams at night, and made her sleep 
restless and unrefreshing. 

One day we asked two gentlemen to meet her at 
dinner, expecting that she and they would have a 
mutual pleasure in making each other's acquaintance. 
To our disappointment, she drew back with timid re* 
serve from all their advances, replying to their ques- 
tions and remarks in the briefest manner possible ; till at 
last they gave up their efforts to draw her into conver* 
sation in despair, and talked to each other and my hus- 
band on subjects of recent local interest. Among these 
Thackeray's Lectures (which had lately been delivered 
in Manchester) were spoken of, and that on Fielding 
especifdly dwelt upon. One gentleman objected to it 
strongly, as calculated to do moral harm, and regretted 
that a man having so great an influence over the tone 
of thought of the day, as Thackeray, should not more 
carefully weigh his words. The other took the oppo- 
site view. He said that Thackeray described men 
from the inside, as it were ; through his strong power of 
dramatic sympathy, he identified himself with certain 
characters, felt their temptations^ entered into their 
pleasures, &c. This roused Miss Bronte, who threw 
herself warmly into the discussion ; the ice of her 
reserve was broken, and from that time she showed her 
interest in all that was said, and contributed her share 
to any conversation that was going on in the course of 
the evening. 

What she said, and which part she took, in the dis* 
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pute about Thackeray's lecture, may be gathered from 
the following letter, referring to the same subject : — 

** The Lectures arrived safely ; I have read them 
through twice. They must be studied to be appreciated. 
I thought well of them when I heard them delivered, 
but now I see their real power, and it is great. The 
lecture on Swift was new to me ; I thought it almost 
matchless. Not that by any means I always agree with 
Mr. Thackeray's opinions, but his force, his penetration, 
his pithy simplicity, his eloquence, — his manly sono- 
rous eloquence— command entire admiration. • • • 
Against his errors I protest, were it treason to do so. I 
was present at the Fielding lecture : the hour spent in 
listening to it was a painful hour. That Thackeray 
was wrong in his way of treating Fielding's character 
and vices, my conscience told me. After reading that 
lecture, I trebly, felt that he was wrong — dangerously 
wrong. Had Thackeray owned a son, grown, or grow- 
ing up, and a son, brilliant but reckless — would he have 
spoken in that light way of courses that lead to disgrace 
and the grave ? He speaks of it all as if he theorised ; 
as if he had never been called on, in the course of his 
life, to witness the actual consequences of such failings ; 
as if he had never stood by and seen the issue, the final 
result of it all. I believe, if only once the prospect of 
a promising life blasted on the outset by wild ways had 
passed close under his eyes, he never could have spoken 
with such levity of what led to its piteous destruction. 
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Had I a brother yet living, I should tremble to let him 
read Thackeray's lecture on Fielding. I should hide it 
away from him. If, in spite of precaution, it should 
fall into his hands, I should earnestly pray him not to 
be misled by the voice of the charmer, let him charm 
never so wisely. Not that for a moment I would have 
had Thackeray to abuse Fielding, or even Pharisaically 
to condemn his life ; but I do most deeply grieve that it 
never entered into his heart sadly and nearly to feel the 
peril of such a career, that he might have dedicated some 
of his great strength to a potent warning against its 
adoption by any young man^ I believe temptation often 
assails the finest manly natures ; as the pecking sparrow 
or destructive wasp attacks the sweetest and mellowest 
fruit, eschewing what is sour and crude. The true 
lover of his race ought to devote his vigour to guard 
and protect ; he should sweep away every lure with a 
kind of rage at its treachery. You will think this far 
too serious, I dare say ; but the subject is serious, an^ 
one cannot help feeling upon it earnestly." 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

After her yisit to Maachester, she had to return to a 
re-opening of the painful circumstances of the previous 
winter, as the time drew near for Mr. Nicholls' de- 
parture from Haworth. A testimonial of respect from 
the parishioners was presented, at a public meeting, to 
one who had faithfully served them for eight years : and 
he left the place, and she saw no chance of hearing a 
word about him in the future, unless it was some 
second-hand scrap of intelligence, dropped out acci- 
dentally by one of the neighbouring clergymen. 

I had promised to pay her a visit on my return 
from London in June ; but, after the day was fixed, 
a letter came from Mr. Bronte, saying that she was 
suffering from so severe an attack of influenza, accom- 
panied with such excruciating pain in the head, that he 
must request me to defer my visit until she was better. 
While sorry for the cause, I did not regret that my 
going was delayed till the season when the moors would 
be all glorious with the purple bloom of the heather ; 
and thus present a scene about which she had often 
spoken to me. So we agreed that I should not come 
to her before August or September. Meanwhile, I 
received a letter from which I am tempted to take an 
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extract, as it shows both her conception of what ficti- 
tious writing ought to be, and her always kindly interest 
in what I was doing. 



"July 9th, 1853. 

** Thank you for your letter ; it was as pleasant as 
a quiet chat, as welcome as spring showers, as reviving 
as a friend^s visit ; in short, it was very like a page of 

* Cranford.' . . • 

A thought strikes me. Do you, who have so many 
friends, — so large a circle of acquaintance, — find it easy, 
when you sit down to write, to isolate yourself from all 
those ties, and their sweet associations, so as to be your 
awn teaman, uninfluenced or swayed by the conscious- 
ness of how your work may affect other minds ; what 
blame or what sympathy it may call forth ? Does no 
luminous cloud ever come between you and the severe 
Truth, as you know it in your own secret and clear- 
seeing soul ? In a word, are you never tempted to 
make your characters more amiable than the Life, by 
the inclination to assimilate your thoughts to the 
thoughts of those who always /<?«/ kindly, but sometimes 
fail to see justly ? Don't answer the question ; it is not 

intended to be answered. • • • 

Your account of Mrs. Stowe was stimulatingly interest- 
ing. I long to see you, to get you to say it, and many 
other things, all over again. My father continues bet- 
ter. I am better too ; but to-day I have a headache 
again, which will hardly let me write coherently. Give 
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mj dear love to M. and M., dear happy girls as they 
are. You cannot now transmit my message to F. and 
J. I prized the little wild-flower, — not that I think 
the sender cares for me ; she does not, and cannot^ for 
she does not know me ; — but no matter. In my re- 
miniscences she is a person of a certain distinction. I 
think hers a fine little nature, frank and of genuine 
promise. I often see her, as she appeared, stepping 
supreme from the portico towards the carriage, that 
evening we went to see ^ Twelfth Night.' I believe in 
J.'s future ; I like what speaks in her movements, and 
what is written upon her face." 

Towards the latter end of September I went to 
Haworth. At the risk of repeating something whieb 
I have previously said, I will copy out parts of a letter 
which I wrote at the time. 

" It was a dull, drizzly Indian-inky day, all the way 
on the railroad to Keighley, which is a rising wool* 
manufacturing town, lying in a hollow between hills — 
not a pretty hollow, but more what the Yorkshire people 
call a * bottom,' or ' botham.' I left Keighley in a car 
for Haworth, four miles off — four tough, steep, scram- 
bling miles, the road winding between the wave-like 
hills that rose and fell on every side of the horizon, 
with a long illimitable sinuous look, as if they were a 
part of the line of the Great Serpent, which the Norse 
legend says girdles the world. The day was lead-« 
coloured ; the road had stone factories alongside of itj — 
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grey, dull-coloured rows of stone cottages belonging to 
these factories, and then we came to poor, hungry- 
looking fields ; — stone fences everywhere, and trees 
nowhere. Haworth is a long, straggling yillage : one 
steep narrow street — so steep that the flag- stones with 
which it is paved are placed end-ways, that the horses* 
feet may have something to cling to, and not slip down 
backwards ; which if they did, they would soon reach 
Keighley. But if the horses had cats' feet and claws^ 
they would do all the better. Well, we (the man, horse^ 
car, and I) clambered up this street^ and reached the 
church dedicated to St. Autest (who was he ?) ; then 
we turned off into a lane on the left, past the curate's 
lodging at the Sexton's, past the school-house, up to 
the Parsonage yard-door. I went round the house to 
the front door, looking to the church; — moors every- 
where beyond and above. The crowded grave-yard 
surrounds the house and small grass enclosure for dry-^ 
ing clothes. 

'^ I don't know that I ever saw a spot more exquisitely 
clean ; the most dainty place for that I ever saw. To be 
sure, the life is like clock-work. No one comes to the 
house ; nothing disturbs the deep repose ; hardly a voice is 
heard ; you catch the ticking of the clock in the kitcheui 
or the buzzing of a fly in the parlour, all over the house- 
Miss Bronte sits alone in her parlour ; breakfasting with 
her father in his study at nine o'clock. She helps in 
the housework; for one of their servants. Tabby, is 
nearly ninety, and the other only a girl. Then I ac-* 

companied her in her walks on the sweeping moors: the 

o 2 
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heather-bloom had been blighted hj a thunder-storm a 
day or two before, and was all of a livid brown colour, 
instead of the blaze of purple glory it ought to have 
been. Oh I those high, wild, desolate moors, up above 
the whole world, and the very realms of silence I Home 
to dinner at two. Mr. Bronte has his dinner sent into 
him. All the small table arrangements had the same 
dainty simplicity about them. Then we rested, and 
talked over the clear, bright fire ; it is a cold country, 
and the fires were a pretty warm dancing light all over 
the house. The parlour has been evidently refurnished 
within the last few years, since Miss Bronte's success has 
enabled her to have a little more money to spend. 
Everything fits into, and is in harmony with, the idea of 
a country parsonage, possessed by people of very mo- 
derate means. The prevailing colour of the room is 
crimson, to make a warm setting for the cold grey land- 
scape without. There is her likeness by Richmond, and 
an engraving from Lawrence's picture of Thackeray; 
and two recesses, on each side of the high, narrow, old- 
fashioned mantel-piece, filled with books, — books given 
to her, books she has bought, and which tell of her 
individual pursuits and tastes ; not standard books. 

'^ She cannot see well, and does little beside knitting. 
The way she weakened her eyesight was this: When 
she was sixteen or seventeen, she wanted much to draw ; 
and she copied nimini-pimini copper-plate engravings 
out of annuals, (' stippling,' don't the artists call it ?) 
every little point put in, till at the end of six months 
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she had produced an exquisitely faithful copy of the en- 
graving. She wanted to learn to express her ideas by 
drawing. After she had tried to draw stories^ and not 
succeeded^ she took the better mode of writing ; but in 
so small a hand^ that it is almost impossible to decipher 
what she wrote at this time. 

" But now to return to our quiet hour of rest after 
dinner. I soon observed that her habits of order 
were such that she could not go on with the con- 
versation, if a chair was out of its place; everything 
was arranged with delicate regularity. We talked over 
the old times of her childhood; of her elder sister's 
(Maria's) death, — just like that of Helen Bums in 
* Jane Eyre ; ' of those strange, starved days at school ; 
of the desire (almost amounting to illness) of expressing 
herself in some way, — writing or drawing ; of her weak- 
ened eyesight, which prevented her doing anything 
for two years, from the age of seventeen to nineteen ; 
of her being a governess ; of her going to Brussels ; 
whereupon I said I disliked Lucy Snowe, and we dis- 
cussed M. Paul Emanuel ; and I told her of 's ad- 
miration of * Shirley,' which pleased her, for the cha- 
racter of Shirley was meant for her sister Emily, about 
whom she is never tired of talking, nor I of listening. 
Emily must have been a remnant of the Titans, — great- 
grand-daughter of the giants who used to inhabit earth. 
One day. Miss Bronte brought down a rough, common- 
looking oil-painting, done by her brother, of herself, — a 
little, rather prim-looking girl of eighteen, — and the two 
other sisters, girls of sixteen and fourteen, with cropped 
hair, and sad, dreamy-looking eyes. • • • . Emily 
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had a great dog, — half mastiff, half bull-dog^ — so savage, 
&C. • • • This dog went to her funeral, walking 
side by side with her father ; and then, to the day of its 
death, it slept at her room door, snuffing under it, and 
whining every morning, 

"We have generally had another walk before tea, 
which is at six ; at half-past eight, prayers ; and by nine, 
aU the household are in bed, except ourselves. We sit 
up together till ten, or past ; and after I go, I hear 
Miss Bronte come down and walk up and down the 
room for an hour or so." 

Copying this letter has brought the days of that 
pleasant visit very clear before me, — very sad in their 
clearness. We were so happy together ; we were so full 
of interest in each other's subjects. The day seemed 
only too short for what we had to say and to hear. I 
understood her life the better for seeing the place where 
it had been spent — where she had loved and suffered^ 
Mr. Bronte was a most courteous host ; and when he 
was with us, — at breakfast in his study, or at tea in 
Charlotte's parlour, — he had a sort of grand and stately 
way of describing past times, which tallied well with 
his striking appearance. He never seemed quite to 
have lost the feeling that Charlotte was a child to be 
guided and ruled, when she was present ; and she her- 
self submitted to this with a quiet docility that half 
amused, half astonished me. But when she had to leave 
the room, then all his pride in her genius and fame came 
out. He eagerly listened to everything I could tell 
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him of the high admiration I had at any time heard 
expressed for her works. He would ask for certain 
speeches over and over again^ as if he desired to impress 
them on his memory. 

I remember two or three subjects of the conversations 
which she and I held in the evenings^ besides those al- 
luded to in my letter. 

I asked her whether she had ever taken opium, as 
the description given of its effects in " Villette " was 
so exactly like what I had experienced, — vivid and ex- 
aggerated presence of objects, of which the outlines were 
indistinct, or lost in golden mist, &c. She replied, that 
she had never, to her knowledge, taken a grain of it in 
any shape, but that she had followed the process she 
always adopted when she had to describe anything 
which had not fallen within her own experience ; she 
had thought intently on it for many and many a night 
before falling to sleep, — wondering what it was like, or 
how it would be, — till at length, sometimes after the pro- 
gress of her story had been arrested at this one point for 
weeks, she wakened up in the morning with all clear 
before her, as if she had in reality gone through the ex- 
perience, and then could describe it, word for word, as it 
had happened. I cannot account for this psychologically ; 
I only am sure that it was so, because she said it. 

She made many inquiries as to Mrs. Stowe's personal 
appearance; and it evidently harmonised well with 
some theory of hers, to hear that the author of ^' Uncle 
Tom's Cabin " was small and slight. It was another 
theory of hers, that no mixtures of blood produced such 
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fine characters^ mentally and morally, as the Scottish and 
English. 

I recollect, too, her saying how acutely she dreaded 
a charge of plagiarism, when, after she had written 
"Jane Eyre," she read the thrilling effect of the myste- 
rious scream at midnight in Mrs. Marsh's story of the 
" Deformed." She also said that, when she read the 
" Neighbours," she thought every one would fancy that 
she must have taken her conception of Jane Eyre's 
character from that of "Francesca," the narrator of Miss 
Bremer's story. For my own part, I cannot see the 
slightest resemblance between the two characters, and 
so I told her ; but she persisted in saying that Fran- 
cesca was Jane Eyre married to a good-natured " Bear " 
of a Swedish surgeon. 

We went| not purposely, but accidentally, to see 
various poor people in our distant walks. From one 
we had borrowed an umbrella ; in the house of another 
we had taken shelter from a rough September storm. 
In all these cottages, her quiet presence was known* At 
three miles from her home, the chair was dusted for her, 
with a kindly " Sit ye down, Miss Bronte ; " and she 
knew .what absent or ailing members of the family to 
inquire after. Her quiet, gentle words, few though 
they might be, were evidently grateful to those York- 
shire ears. Their welcome to her, though rough and 
curt, was sincere and hearty. 

We talked about the different courses through which 
life ran. She said, in her own composed manner, as if 
she had accepted the theory as a fact, that she believed 
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some were appointed beforehand to sorrow and much 
disappointment ; that it did not fall to the lot of all — as 
Scripture told us — to have their lines fall in pleasant 
places ; that it was well for those who had rougher paths, 
to perceive that such was God's will concerning them, and 
try to moderate their ej^pectations, leaving hope to those 
of a different doom, and seeking patience and resigna- 
tion as the virtues they were to cultivate, I took a 
different view : I thought that human lots were more 
equal than she imagined; that to, some happiness and 
sorrow came in strong patches of light and shadow, 
(so to speak), while in the lives of others they were 
pretty equally blended throughout. She smiled, and 
shook her head, and said she was trying to school her- 
self against ever anticipating any pleasure ; that it was 
better to be brave and submit faithfully ; there was 
some good reason, which we should know in time, why 
sorrow and disappointment were to be the lot of some 
on earth. It was better to acknowledge this, and face 
out the truth in a religious faith. 

In connection with this conversation, she named a 
little abortive plan which I had not heard of till then ; 
how, in the previous July, she had been tempted to 
join some friends (a married couple and their child) in 
an excursion to Scotland. They set out joyfully ; she 
with especial gladness, for Scotland was a land which 
had its roots deep down in her imaginative affections^ 
and the glimpse of two days at Edinburgh was all she 
had as yet seen of it. But, at the first stage after 
Carlisle, the little yearling child was taken with a 
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slight indisposition ; the anxious parents fancied that 
strange diet disagreed with it^ and hurried back to 
their Yorkshire home as eagerly as, two or three days 
before, they had set their faces north ward^ in hopes of a 
month's pleasant ramble. 

We parted with many intentions^ on both sides, of re- 
newing very frequently the pleasure we had had in being 
together. We agreed that when she wanted bustle, or 
when I wanted quiet, we were to let each other know, 
and exchange visits as occasion required. 

I was aware that she had a great anxiety on her mind 
at this time ; and being acquainted with its nature, I 
could not but deeply admire the patient docility which 
she displayed in her conduct towards her father. 

Soon after I left Ha worth, she went on a visit to 
Miss Wooler, who was then staying at Hornsea. The 
time passed quietly and happily with this friend, whose 
society was endeared to her by every year. 



TO MISS WOOLEB. 

« Dec. 12th, 1853. 

^* I wonder how you are spending these long winter 
evenings. Alone, probably, like me. The thought 
often crosses me, as I sit by myself, how pleasant it 
would be if you lived within a walking distance, and I 
could go to you sometimes, or have you to come and 
spend a day and night with me. Yes ; I did enjoy that 
week at Hornsea, and I look forward to spring as the 
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period when you will fulfil your promise of coming to 
Tisit me. I fear you must be very solitary at Hornsea. 
How hard to some people of the world it would seem 
to live your life I how utterly impossible to live it with 
a serene spirit and an unsoured dbposition ! It seems 

wonderful to me, because you are not, like Mrs. , 

phlegmatic and impenetrable, but received from nature 
feelings of the very finest edge. Such feelings, when 
they are locked up, sometimes damage the mind and 
temper. They don't with you. It must be partly 
principle, partly self-discipline, which keeps you as you 
are." 

Of course, as I draw nearer to the years so recently 
closed, it becomes impossible for me to write with the 
same fulness of detail as I have hitherto not felt it 
wrong to use. Miss Bronte passed the winter of 1853-4 
in a solitary and anxious manner. But the great con- 
queror Time was slowly achieving his victory over 
strong prejudice and human resolve. By degrees Mr. 
Bronte became reconciled to the idea of his daughter's 
marriage. 

There is one other letter, addressed to Mr. Dobell, 
which developes the intellectual side of her character, 
before we lose all thought of the authoress in the timid 
and conscientious woman about to become a wife, and 
in the too short, almost perfect, happiness of her nino 
months of wedded life. 
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^ Haworth, near Eeighley, 

'* Feb. 3rd, 1854. 

"My dear Sir, — I can hardly tell you how glad I 
am to have an opportunity of explaining that tacitur- 
nity to which you allude. Your letter came at a 
period of danger and care, when my father was very 
ill, and I could not leave his bedside. I answered no 
letters at that time, and yours was one of three or four 
that, when leisure returned to me, and I came to con- 
sider their purport, it seemed to me such that the time 
was past for answering them, and I laid them finally 
aside. If you remember, you asked me to go to 
London ; it was too late either to go or to decline. I 
was sure you had left London. One circumstance you 
mentioned — your wife's illness — which I have thought 
of many a time, and wondered whether she is better. 
In your present note you do not refer to her, but I 
trust her health has long ere now been quite restored. 

" * Balder ' arrived safely. I looked at him, before 
cutting his leaves with singular pleasure. Kemember- 
ing well his elder brother, the potent ^ Roman,' it was 
natural to give a cordial welcome to a fresh scion of 
the same house and race. I have read him. He im- 
pressed me thus : he teems with power ; I found in him 
a wild wealth of life, but I thought his favourite and 
favoured child would bring his sire trouble — would 
make his heart ache. It seemed to me, that his 
strength and beauty were not so much those of Joseph, 
the pillar of Jacob's age, as of the Prodigal Son, who 
troubled his father, though he always kept his love. 
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** How IS it that while the first-born of genius often 
brings honour^ the second as almost often proves a 
source of depression and care? I could almost pro- 
phesy that your third will atone for any anxiety in- 
flicted by this his immediate predecessor. 

*^ There is power in that character of ' Balder^' and 
to me a certain horror. Did you mean it to embody, 
along with force, any of the special defects of the 
artistic character ? It seems to me that those defects 
were never thrown out in stronger lines. I did not and 
could not think you meant to offer him as your cherished 
ideal of the true, great poet; I regarded him as a 
vividly-coloured picture of inflated self-esteem, almost 
frantic aspiration ; of a nature that has made a Moloch 
of intellect — oflered up, in pagan fires, the natural 
affections — sacrificed the heart to the brain. Do we 
not all know that true greatness is simple, self- 
oblivious, prone to unambitious, unselfish attachments ? 
I am certain you feel this truth in your heart of hearts. 

" But if the critics err now (as yet I have seen none 
of their lucubrations), you shall one day set them right 
in the second part of ' Balder.' You shall show them 
that you too know — better, perhaps, than they — that 
the truly great man is too sincere in his affections to 
grudge a sacrifice ; too much absorbed in his work to 
talk loudly about it; too intent on finding the best 
way to accomplish what he undertakes to think great 
things of himself — the instrument. And if God 
places seeming impediments in his way — if his duties 
sometimes seem to hamper his powers — he feels keenly, 
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perhaps writhes^ under the slow torture of hindrance 
and delay ; but if there be a true man's heart in 
his breast; he can bear^ submit^ wait patiently. 

"Whoever speaks to me of * Balder* — though I 
live too retired a life to come often in the way of 
comment — shall be answered according to your sug- 
gestion and my own impression. Equity demands 
that you should be your own interpreter. Goodbye 
for the present; and believe me^ 

" Faithfully and gratefully, 

"Chablotte Bronte. 



t( 



Sydney Dobell, Esq." 



A letter to her Brussels schoolfellow gives an idea 
of the external course of things during this winter. 



<<March 8th. 

" I was very glad to see your handwriting again. It 
iS; I believe, a year since I heard from you. Again 
and again you have recurred to my thoughts lately, 
and I was beginning to have some sad presages as to 
the cause of your silence. Your letter happily does 
away with all these; it brings, on the whole, glad 
tidings both of your papa, mama, your sisters, and, 
last but not least, your dear respected English self. 

" My dear father has borne the severe winter very 
well, a circumstance for which I feel the more thankful 
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as he had many weeks of very precarious health last 
summer^ following an attack from which he suffered in 
June, and which for a few hours deprived him totally 
of sights though neither his mind, speech, nor even his 
powers of motion were in the least affected. I can 
hardly tell you how thankful I was, when, after that 
dreary and almost despairing interval of utter darkness, 
some gleam of daylight became visible to him once more. 
I had feared that paralysis had seized the optic nerve. 
A sort of mist remained for a long time ; and, indeed, 
his vision is not yet perfectly clear, but he can read, 
write, and walk about, and he preaches twice every Sun- 
day, the curate only reading the prayers. You can well 
understand how earnestly I wish and pray that sight 
may be spared him to the end ; he so dreads the priva- 
tion of blindness. His mind is just as strong and active 
as ever, and politics interest him as they do your papa. 
The Czar, the war, the alliance between France and 
England — into all these things he throws himself heart 
and soul; they seem to carry him back to his compara- 
tively young days, and to renew the excitement of the 
last great European struggle. Of course my father's 
sympathies (and mine too) are all with Justice and 
Europe against Tyranny and Kussia. 

" Circumstanced as I have been, you will comprehend 
that I have had neither the leisure nor the inclination to 
go from home much during the past year. I spent a week 
with Mrs. Gaskell in the spring, and a fortnight with 
some other friends more recently, and that includes the 
whole of my visiting since I saw you last. My life is. 
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indeed^ very uniform and retired — more so than is quite 
healthful either for mind or body ; yet I find reason for 
often-renewed feelings of gratitude, in the sort of sup- 
port which still comes and cheers me on from time to 
time. My health, though not unbroken, is, I sometimes 
fancy, rather stronger on the whole than it was three 
years ago: headache and dyspepsia are my worst ul- 
ments. Whether I shall come up to town this season 
for a few days I do not yet know ; but if I do, I shall 
hope to call in P. Place.'' 



In April she communicated the fact of her engage- 
ment to Miss Wooler. 



" Haworth, April 12 th. 

^^My dear Miss Wooler, — The truly kind interest 
which you have always taken in my a&irs makes me 
feel that it is due to you to transmit an early communi- 
cation on a subject respecting which I have already con- 
sulted you more than once. I must tell you then, that 
since I wrote last, papa's mind has gradually come round 
to a view very different to that which he once took ; and 
that after some correspondence, and as the result of a 
visit Mr. NichoUs paid here about a week ago, it was 
agreed that he was to resume the curacy of Haworth, 
as soon as papa's present assistant is provided with a 
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situation^ and in due course of time he is to be received 
as an inmate into this house. 

^^ It gives me unspeakable content to see that now my 
father has once admitted this new view of the case, he 
dwells on it very complacently. In all arrangements^ 
his convenience and seclusion will be scrupulously re- 
spected. Mr. Nicholls seems deeply to feel the wish to 
comfort and sustain his declining years. I think from 
Mr. Nicholls' character I may depend on this not being 
a mere transitory impulsive feeling, but rather that it 
will be accepted steadily as a duty, and discharged ten- 
derly as an office of affection. The destiny which Pro 
vidence in His goodness and wisdom seems to offer me 
will not, I am aware, be generally regarded as brilliant, 
but I trust I see in it some germs of real happiness. I 
trust the demands of both feeling and duty will be in 
some measure reconciled by the step in contemplation. 
It is Mr. Nicholls' wish that the marriage should take 
place this summer ; he urges the month of July, but 
that seems very soon. 

" When you write to me, tell me how you are. . . 
I have now decidedly declined the visit to London ; the 
ensuing three months will bring me abundance of occu- 
pation ; I could not afford to throw away a month. . . 
Papa has just got a letter from the good and dear bishop, 
which has touched and pleased us much ; it expresses 
60 cordial an approbation of Mr. Nicholls' return to 
Haworth (respecting which he was consulted), and such 
kind gratification at the domestic arrangements which 
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are to ensue. It seems his penetration discovered the 
state of things when he was here in June 1853." 

She expressed herself in other letters, as thankful to 
One who had guided her through much difficulty and 
much distress and perplexity of mind ; and yet she felt 
what most thoughtful women do, who marry when the 
first flush of careless youth is over, that there was a 
strange, half-sad feeling, in making announcements of 
an engagement — for cares and fears came mingled inex- 
tricably with hopes. One great relief to her mind at 
this time was derived from the conviction that her 
father took a positive pleasure in all the thoughts about 
and preparations for her wedding. He was anxious that 
things should be expedited, and was much interested in 
every preliminary arrangement for the reception of Mr. 
NichoUs into the Parsonage as his daughter's husband. 
This step was rendered necessary by Mr. Bronte's great 
age, and failing sight, which made it a paramount obli- 
gation on so dutiful a daughter as. Charlotte, to devote 
as much time and assistance as ever in attending to his 
wants. Mr. NichoUs, too, hoped that he might be able 
to add some comfort and pleasure by his ready presence, 
on any occasion when the old clergyman might need 
his services. 

At the beginning of May, Miss Bronte left home to 
pay three visits before her marriage. The first was to 
us. She only remained three days, as she had to go to 
the neighbourhood of Leeds, there to make such pur- 
chases as were required for her marriage. Her pre- 
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parations^ as she said, cotdd neither be expensive nor 
extensive; consisting chiefly in a modest replenishing 
of her wardrobe, some re-papering and re-painting in 
the Parsonage; and, above all, converting the small 
flagged passage-room, hitherto used only for stores 
(which was behind her sitting room), into a study for 
her husband. On this idea, and plans for his comfort, 
as well as her father's, her mind dwelt a good deal ; and 
we talked them over with the same unwearying happi- 
ness which, I suppose, all women feel in such discussions 
— especially when money considerations call for that 
kind of contrivance which Charles Lamb speaks of in 
his " Essay on Old China," as forming so great an ad- 
dition to the pleasure of obtaining a thing at last. 



** Hawortb, May 22nd. 

^* Since I came home I have been very busy stitching ; 
the little new room is got into order, and the green and 
white curtains are up ; they exactly suit the papering, 
and look neat and clean enough. I had a letter a day 
or two since, announcing that Mr. Nicholls comes to- 
morrow* I feel anxious about him; more anxious on 
one point than I dare quite express to myself. It seems 
he has again been suffering sharply from his rheumatic 
affection. I hear this not from himself, but from ano- 
ther quarter. He was ill while I was in Manchester 

and B . He uttered no complaint to me ; dropped 

no hint on the subject. Alas I he was hoping he had 
got the better of it, and I know how this contradiction 

TOL. II. P 
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of his hopes will sadden him. For unselfish reasons he 
did so earnestly wish this complaint might not become 
chronic. I fear — I fear; but if he is doomed to 
suffer, BO much the more will he need care and help. 
Well I come what may, God help and strengthen both 
him and me ! I look forward to to-morrow with a mix- 
ture of impatience and anxiety.'^ 

Mr. Bronte had a slight illness which alarmed her 
much. Besides, all the weight of care involved in the 
household preparations pressed on the bride in this 
case — not unpleasantly, only to the full occupation 
of her time. She was too busy to unpack her wedding 
dresses for several days after they arrived from Hali- 
fax ; yet not too busy to think of arrangements by 
which Miss Wooler's journey to be present at the mar- 
riage could be facilitated. 

*^ I write to Miss Wooler to-day. Would it not be 
better, dear, if you and she could arrange to come to 
Haworth on the same day, arrive at Keighley by the 
same train ; then I could order the cab to meet you at 
the station, and bring you on with your luggage ? In 
this hot weather walking would be quite out of the 
question, either for you or for her; and I know she 
would persist in doing it if left to herself, and arrive 
half killed. I thought it better to mention this arrange- 
ment to you first, and then, if you liked it, you could 
settle . the time, &c. with Miss Wooler, and let me 
know. Be sure and give me timely information, that 
I may write to the Devonshire Arms about the cab. 
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" Mr. Nicholls is a kind, considerate fellow. With 
all his masculine faults, he enters into my wishes about 
having the thing done quietly, in a way that makes me 
grateful ; and if nobody interferes and spoils his arrange- 
ments, he will manage it so that not a soul in Haworth 
shall be aware of the day. He is so thoughtful, too, 
about *the ladies,' — that is, you^ and Miss Wooler. 
Anticipating, too, the very arrangements I was going tQ 
propose to him about providing for your departure, &c. 

He and Mr. S come to the evening before ; 

write me a note to let me know they are there ; pre- 
cisely at eight in the morning they will be in the church, 
and there we are to meet them. Mr. and Mrs. Grant 
are asked to the breakfast, mot to the ceremony." 

It was fixed that the marriage was to take place on 
the 29th of June. Her two friends arrived at Haworth 
Parsonage the day before ; and the long summer after- 
noon and evening were spent by Charlotte in thought- 
ful arrangements for the morrow, and for her father's 
comfort during her absence from home. When all was 
finished — the trunk packed, the morning's breakfast 
arranged, the wedding-dress laid out, — just at bedtime, 
Mr. Bronte announced his intention of stopping at 
home while the others went to church. What*was to 
be done? Who was to give the bride away? There 
were only to be the officiating clergyman, the bride and 
bridegroom, the bridesmaid, and Miss Wooler present. 
The Prayer-book was referred to ; and there it was seen 
that the Rubric enjoins that the Minister shall receive 
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"the woman from her father's or friencTs hands," and 
that nothing is specified as to the sex of the "friend." 
So Miss Wooler, ever kind in emergency, volunteered 
to give her old pupil away. 

The news of the wedding had slipt abroad before the 
little party came out of church, and many old and humble 
friends were there, seeing her look " like a snow-drop," 
as they say. Her dress was white embroidered muslin, 
with a lace mantle, and white bonnet trimmed with 
green leaves, which perhaps might suggest the resem- 
blance to the pale wintry flower. 

Mr. Nicholls and she went to visit his friends and rela- 
tions in Ireland ; and made a tour by Killarney, Glenga- 
riff, Tarbert, Tralee, and Cork, seeing scenery, of which 
she says, " some parts exceeded all I had ever imagined." 
. ..." I must say I like my new relations. My dear 
husband, too, appears in a new light in his own country. 
More than once I have had deep pleasure in hearing his 
praises on all sides. Some of the old servants and fol- 
lowers of the family tell me I am a most fortunate per- 
son ; for that I have got one of the best gentlemen in 

the country I trust I feel thankful to God for 

having enabled me to make what seems a right choice ; 
and I pray to be enabled to repay as I ought the affec- 
tionate devotion of a truthful, honourable man." 

Henceforward the sacred doors of home are closed 
upon her married life. We, her loving friends, stand- 
ing outside, caught occasional glimpses of brightness, and 
pleasant peaceful murmurs of sound, telling of the glad- 
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tiess within ; and we looked at each other^ and gently 
said, ^^ After a hard and long struggle — after many- 
cares and many bitter sorrows — she is tasting happiness 
now I " We thought of the slight astringencies of her 
character, and how they would turn to full ripe sweet- 
ness in that calm sunshine of domestic peace. We re- 
membered her trials, and were glad in the idea that God 
had seen fit to wipe away the tears from her eyes. Those 
who saw her, saw an outward change in her look, telling 
of inward things. And we thought, and we hoped, and 
we prophesied, in our great love and reverence. 

But God's ways are not as our ways I 

Hear some of the low murmurs of happiness we, who 
listened, heard : — 

'^ I really seem to have had scarcely a spare moment 

since that dim quiet June morning, when you,E , 

and myself all walked down to Haworth Church. Not 
that I have been wearied or oppressed ; but the fact 
is, my time is not my own now ; somebody else wants a 
good portion of it, and says, ' we must do so and so.' 
We do so and so, accordingly ; and it generally seems 
the right thing. .... We have had many callers 
from a distance, and latterly some little occupation in 
the way of preparing for a small village entertainment. 
Both Mr. NichoUs and myself wished much to make 
some response for the hearty welcome and general good- 
will shown by the parishioners on his return ; accord- 
ingly, the Sunday and day scholars and teachers, the 
church-ringers, singers, &c., to the number of five hun- 
dred, were asked to tea and supper in the School-room. 
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They seemed to enjoy it much, and it was very pleasant 
to see their happiness. One of the villagers, in pro- 
posing my husband's health, described him as a ^ eon- 
Mtent Christian and a kind gentleman: I own the 
words touched me deeply, and I thought (as I know 
you would have thought had you been present) that 
to merit and win subh a character was better than to 
«am either wealth, or fame, or power. I am disposed 

to echo that high but simple eulogium 

My dear father was not well when we returned from 
Ireland. I am, however, most thankful to say that he is 
better now. May God preserve him to us yet for some 
years I The wish for his continued Hfe, together with a 
certain solicitude for his happiness and health, seems, I 
scarcely know why, even stronger in me now than be- 
fore I was married. Papa has taken no duty since we 
returned; and each time I see Mr. Nicholls put on gown 
or surplice, I feel comforted to think that this marriage 
has secured papa good aid in his old age." 



^* September 19th. 

^^ Yes I I am thankful to say my husband is in im- 
proved health and spirits. It makes me content and 
grateful to hear him from time to time avow his happi- 
ness in the brief, plain phrase of sincerity. My own 
life is more occupied than it used to be : I have not so 
much time for thinking : I am obliged to be more prac- 
tical, for my dear Arthur is a very practical, as well as 
a very punctual and methodical man. Every morning 
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he is in the National School . by nine o'clock ; he gives 
the children religious instruction till half-past ten. 
Almost every afternoon he pays visits amongst the poor 
parishioners. Of course, he often finds a little work 
for his wife to do^ and I hope she is not sorry to help 
him. I believe it is not bad for me that his bent should 
be so wholly towards matters of life and active useful* 
ness ; so little inclined to the literary and contemplative. 
As to his continued affection and kind attentions^ it 
does not become me to say much of them ; but they 
neither change nor diminish." 

Her friend and bridesmaid came to pay them a visit 
in October. I was to have gone also, but I allowed 
some little obstacle to intervene, to my lasting regret. 

^* I say nothing about the war ; but when I read of 
its horrors, I cannot help thinking that it is one of the 
greatest curses that ever fell upon mankind. I trust it 
may not last long, for it really seems to me that no 
glory to be gained can compensate for the sufferings 
which must be endured. This may seem a little 
ignoble and unpatriotic; but I think that as we ad- 
vance towards middle age, nobleness and patriotism 
have a different signification to us to that which we 
accept while young. 

" You kindly inquire after Papa. He is better, and 
seems to gain strength as the weather gets colder; 
indeed, of late years his health has always been better 
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in winter than in summer. We are all indeed pretty 
well ; and^ for my own part> it is long since I have 
known such comparative immunity from headache, &C; 
as during the last three months. My life is different 
from what it used to be. May God make me thankful 
for it! I have a good, kind, attached husband; and 
every day my own attachment to him grows stronger." 

Late in the autumn. Sir James Kay Shuttleworth 
crossed the border-hills that separate Lancashire from 
Yorkshire, and spent two or three days with them. 

About this time, Mr. Nicholls was offered a living of 
much greater value than his curacy at Haworth, and in 
many ways the proposal was a very advantageous one ; 
but he felt himself bound to Haworth as long as 
Mr. Bronte lived. Still, this offer gave his wife great 
and true pleasure,, as a proof of the respect in which 
her husband was held. 



" Nov. 29. 

** I intended to have written a line yesterday, but 
just as I was sitting down for the purpose, Arthur called 
to me to take a walk. We set off, not intending to go 
far ; but, though wild and cloudy, it was fair in the 
morning ; when we had got about half a mile on the 
moors, Arthur suggested the idea of the waterfall; after 
the melted snow, he said, it would be fine. I had often 
wished to see it in its winter power, — so we walked 
on. It was fine indeed ; a perfect torrent racing over 
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the rocks^ white and beautiful ! It began to rain while 
we were watching it^ and we returned home under a 
streaming sky. However, I enjoyed the walk inex- 
pressibly, and would not have missed the spectacle on 
any account.^" 

She did not achieve this walk of seven or eight miles^ 
in such weather, with impunity. She began to shiver 
soon after her return home, in spite of every precaution, 
and had a bad lingering sorethroat and cold, which 
hung about her^ and made her thin and weak. 

^* Did I tell you that our poor little Flossy is dead ? 
She drooped for a single day, and died quietly in the 
night without pain. The loss even of a dog was very 
saddening ; yet, perhaps, no dog ever had a happier life, 
or an easier death." 

On Christmas-day she and her husband walked to 
the poor old woman (whose calf she had been set to 
seek in former and less happy days), carrying with them 
a great spice-cake to make glad her heart. On Christ- 
mas-day many a humble meal in Haworth was made 
more plentiful by her gifts. 

Early in the new year (1855), Mr. and Mrs. NichoUs 
went to visit Sir James Kay Shuttleworth at Gavv- 
thorpe. They only remained two or three days, but it 
so fell out that she increased her lingering cold, by a 
long walk over damp ground in thin shoes. 
. Soon after her return, she was attacked by new sen- 
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sations of perpetual nausea^ and ever-recurring faint- 
ness. After this state of things had lasted for some 
time^ she yielded to Mr. Nicholls' wish that a doctor 
should be sent for. He came^ and assigned a natural 
cause for her miserable indisposition ; a little patience, 
and all would go right. She, who was ever patient in 
illness, tried hard to bear up and bear on. But the 
dreadful sickness increased and increased, till the very 
sight of food occasioned nausea. *^ A wren would have 
starved on what she ate during those last six weeks," 
says one. Tabby's health had suddenly and utterly 
given way, and she died in this time of distress and 
anxiety respecting the last daughter of the house she 
had served so long. Martha tenderly waited on her 
mistress, and from time to time tried to cheer her with 
the thought of the baby that was coming. "I dare 
say I shall be glad sometime," she would say ; ** but I 
am so ill — so weary — " Then she took to her bed, 
too weak to sit up. From that last couch she wrote 
two notes — in pencil. The first, whicl^ has no date, 
is addressed to her own " Dear Nell." 

" I must write one line out of my dreary bed. The 

news of M 's probable recovery came like a ray of 

joy to me. I am not going to talk of my sufferings — 
it would be useless and painful. I want to give you an 
assurance, which I know will comfort you -^ and that 
is, that I find in my husband the tenderest nurse, the 
kindest support, the best earthly comfort that ever 
woman had. His patience never fails, and it is tried bj 
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sad days and broken nights. Write and tell me about 

Mrs. 's case ; how long was she ill, and in what 

way ? Papa — thank God 1 — is better. Our poor 
old Tabby is dead and buried. Give my kind love to 
Miss Wooler. May God comfort and help you. 

« C. B. NiOHOLLS." 

The other — also in faint, faint pencil marks — was 
to her Brussels schoolfellow. 

« Feb. 15th. 

" A few lines of acknowledgment your letter shall 
have, whether well or ill. At present I am confined to 
my bed with illness, and have been so for three weeks. 
Up to this period, since my marriage, I have had ex- 
cellent health. My husband and I live at home with 
my father ; of course, I could not leave him. He is 
pretty well, better than last summer. No kinder, 
better husband than mine, it seems to me, there can 
be in the world. I do not want now for kind com- 
panionship in health and the tenderest nursing in sick- 
ness. Deeply I sympathise in all you tell me about 
Dr. "W. and your excellent mother's anxiety. I trust 
he will not risk another operation. I cannot write 
more now ; for I am much reduced and very weak. 
God bless you all. — Yours affectionately, 

" C. B. NiCHOLLS." 

I do not think she ever wrote a line again. Long 
days and longer nights went by ; still the same relent- 
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less nausea and faintness^ and still borne on in patient 
trust. About the third week in March there was a 
change ; a low wandering delirium came on ; and in it 
she begged constantly for food and even for stimulants. 
She swallowed eagerly now; but it was too late. 
Wakening for an instant from this stupor of intelli- 
gence^ she saw her husband's woe-worn face, and caught 
the sound of some murmured words of prayer that God 
would spare her. " Oh !" she whispered forth, " I am 
not going to die, am I ? He will not separate us, we 
have been so happy." 

Early on Saturday morning, March 31st, the solemn 
tolling of Ha worth church-bell spoke forth the fact of 
her death to the villagers who had known her from a 
child, and whose hearts shivered within them as they 
thought of the two sitting desolate and alone in the old 
grey house. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

I HAVE always been much struck with a passage in Mr. 
Forster's Life of Goldsmith. Speaking of the scene 
after his death, the writer says: — 

^^ The staircase of Brick Court is said to have been 
filled with mourners, the reverse of domestic; women 
without a home, without domesticity of any kind, with 
no friend but him they had come to weep for ; outcasts 
of that great, solitary, wicked city, to whom he had 
never forgotten to be kind and charitable." 

This came into my mind when I heard of some of 
the circumstances attendant on Charlotte's funeral. 

Few beyond that circle of hills knew that she, whom 
the nations praised far off, lay dead that Easter morn- 
ing. Of kith and kin she had more in the grave to 
which she was soon to be borne, than among the living. 
The two mourners, stunned with their great grief, de- 
sired not the sympathy of strangers. One member out 
of most of the families in the parish was bidden to the 
funeral ; and it became an act of self-denial^ in niany a 
poor household to give up to another the privilege of 
paying their last homage to her ; and those who were 
excluded from the formal train of mourners thronged 
the churchyard and church, to see carried forth, and 
laid beside her own people, her whom, not many months 
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ago, they had looked at as a pale white bride, entering 
on a new life with trembling happy hope. 

Among those humble friends who passionately grieved 
over the dead, was a village girl who had been seduced 
some little time before, but who had found a holy sister 
in Charlotte. She had sheltered her with her help, her 
counsel, her strengthening words ; had ministered to her 
needs in her time of trial. Bitter, bitter was the grief 
of this poor young woman, when she heard that her 
friend was sick unto death, and deep is her mourning 
until this day. A blind girl, living some four miles from 
Haworth, loved Mrs. NichoUs so dearly that, with many 
cries and entreaties, she implored those about her to lead 
her along the roads, and over the moor-paths, that she 
might hear the last solemn words, '^ Earth to earth, ashes 
to ashes, dust to dust ; in sure and certain hope of the 
resurrection to eternal life, through our Lord Jesus 
Christ.'' 

Such were the mourners over Charlotte Bronte's 
grave. 

I have little more to say. If my readers find that I 
have not said enough, I have said too much. I cannot 
measure or judge of such a character as hers. I cannot 
map out vices, and virtues, and debateable land. One 
who knew her long and well, — the " Mary " of this 
Life — writes thus of her dead friend : — 

^* She thought much of her duty, and had loftier and 
clearer notions of it than most people, and held fast to 
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them with more success. It was done, it seems to me, 
with much more difficulty than people have of stronger 
nerves, and better fortunes. All her life was but 
labour and pain ; and she never threw down the burden 
for the sake of present pleasure. I don't know what 
use you can make of all I have said. I have written it 
with the strong desire to obtain appreciation for her. 
Yet, what does it matter ? She herself appealed to the 
world's judgment for her use of some of the faculties 
she had, — not the best, — but still the only ones she 
could turn to strangers' benefit. They heartily, greedily 
enjoyed the fruits of her labours, and then found out 
she was much to be blamed for possessing such faculties. 
Why ask for a judgment on her from such a world? " 

But I turn from the critical, unsympathetic public, — 
inclined to judge harshly because they have only seen 
superficially and not thought deeply. I appeal to that 
larger and more solemn public, who know how to look 
with tender humility at faults and errors; how to 
admire generously extraordinary genius, and how to 
reverence with warm, full hearts all noble virtue. To 
that Public I commit the memory of Charlotte Bronte. 



THE END. 
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